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together; for, as Mrs. Margery Tevo- 
Shes obſerves, WIT is "FOLLY, unleſs 
a wiſe Man hath the keeping. of it. 
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To TH E 
Young Gentlemen and Ladies, 
Of GREAT-BRITAIN and IRELAND, 
This BOOK 
Is inſcribed by 
Their old Friend 


In St. Paul's Church-yard. 
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make Hands with the Critics, and 


agree better this Year than they did 
the laſt, 


ME: A CE 


E have always confidered a 
| good Jeſt as an Epigram in , 
Proſe ; for it has the ſame Properties 
as the Epigram, v/z. Brevity, Beauty, 
and Point : We have, therefore, given 
Titles to our Proſe Epigrams, as the 
Poets do to theirs in Verſe; for we 
would not, on any Account, be 
thought to have leſs Merit, leſs Mo- 
deſty, leſs Wit, or leſs Wiſdom, than 
the Poets; to whom we deſire our 
Compliments, and. hope they will 
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INTRODUCTION. 
(LED Things may ſometimes pro- 
duce bad Effects. This has often 

been the Caſe of Mercury in the Hands of 
7 and of Wit in the Hands of a 


Fool; as may be ſeen by ſome of the fol- 


lowing Anecdotes. 

A Tradeſman, who could neither write 
nor read, * a ſaucy Boy to write 
his Letters for him.——lt happened one 
Day, that this young Rogue was at Play 
when his Maſter wanted him to write to 
one of his Cuſtomers 3 upon which he ſent 
for him, was very angry, and called him 
Puppy, as he ulually did when out of 
Temper, Come fit down, ſays he, ye 
Puppy you, and write, ye Puppy you. 
What ſhall I write ? ſays the Boy. Why, 
returned the Maſter, ſay Sir, ye Puppy 
you, I have ſent the Goods, ye Puppy you, 
and ſo on. The Boy, in Revenge for be- 
ing chid by his Maſter, wrote every Word 
he ſaid, and the * ran th 


3 Sir, 
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Sir, ye Puppy you, I have ſent the Goods 
yon ordered, ye Puppy you, which are wery 
goed of the Sorts, ye Puppy you, and very 
_ ＋ Puppy you, which is all that's 
needful, ye Puppy you, from, 

Your humble Servant, ye Puppy you, 
T. SMITH, ye Puppy you. 
LoNnDoN, Jan. 8, 1767, ye Puppy you. 

This Letter was made up, and the Boy 
carried it to the Gentleman, who, being 
greatly ſurpriſed at the Contents, aſked if 
his Maſter could write. The Boy bluſhed, 
but made no Anſwer; upon which the 
Gentleman ſaw he was guilty, and, calling 
to his Servant, Tom, ſays he, how many 
are four times five? Twenty Sir, aniwered 
the Man. Then take the Horte- Whip, 
fays the Gentleman, and give this Bo 
twenty Strokes, for his Inſolence. T hefe 
he received and carried home, and the 
Gentleman followed with the Letter to his 
Maſter, who gave him twenty more; fo 
that the young rogue got twice twenty, 
which 1s forty Stripes, — miſapplying his 


Wit; and this proves what is ſaid in our 
. Title, 


- 
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Title, dix. That WIr ts FoLLY, unleſs 
a WISE HEAD hath the keeping of it. 

Three Wits, who lived at Chefler, came 
into a little Town, where the Corporation 
being very poor, the Mayor, by Frade a 
Cooper, was at Work in the Inn-Yard 
where they put up their Horſes. The Wits 
cracked ſome Jokes with him, twirled his 


Hat round, and played ſeveral Pranks, 


that his Worſhip took in good Part; but, 
by-and-by, when a Perſon was brought 
before him to be examined, they began 
their Pranks again ; upon which he 
calmly ordered them all into the Stocks. 
A noted Punſter going by at the ſame 
Time, obterved, that the Town was greatly 
improved, and had now a Stock of Wit ; 
for which pitiful Pun he was laid by the 
Heels alſo, we. 

A Wit is generally a ompanion 
Abroad, — but feldom ſuch at " ; 
for many of theſe Gentry have often two 
Faces, one for their Friends at the Tavern, 
and another for their own Family, as you 
may ſee by this Picture. 

A. 4 Here 
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Here you will obſerve, that 
the Right Hand ſmiles, while that to the 
Lett looks confounded ſour; the firſt is the 
Face he wears Abroad, and the laſt that 
which he puts on when he reads the Works 
of a Brother Poet, or when he is talking 
to his Wife and Family at Home. This calls 
to my Mind what was faid by Mis. Juni- 
ger, when complimented by another Lady, 
who obſerved that ſhe muſt be a very happy 
Woman, for that her Huſband was a moft 
hvely 1 . Companion, and the very 
Fiddle © | 


| 


anſwered 


the Face to 


the Company, True, Madam, 


— 
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anſwered ſhe ; but when my Huſband comes 
home, he hangs up the Fiddle at the Door. 

As to my Part, I think the Man of Hu- 
mour, and ſometimes the Man of Simpli- 
city, is often a better Companion than the 
Man of Wit, and makes me laugh more 
abundantly.—A Sailor once riding up to 
an Inn where I was, called for two Quarts 
of Ale. Two Quarts? faid the Landlord, 
why have you any Company coming ? No, 
anſwered the Sailor, but what is that * 
you; bring me, I tell you, two Quarts 
Ale, and bring me a Bowl 3 J 1 it for 
my Horſe, he wanted to drink Water juft 
wow, a Fool, but I would not let bim. 
No Horſe hall ever drink Water that I ride, 
though I have not received my Prize-money. 

When his late Royal Highneſs the Duke 
of Cumberland arrived at Portſmouth, to 
ſee the Fleet, he ſtood talking to one of the 
Admirals with his Hat on; upon which a 
Sailor, who was at a httle Diſtance, hailed 
his Meſs-mate Fack ! Fack, ſays he, there's 
a Sight far ye ; ſee, there's a Man talks to 
the Admiral with his Hat on 1 Muy, Par 

. | oot, 
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Fool, anſwered the other, how ſbould he 

know Good-manners, he never was at Sea. 
I never laughed more than at the Sim- 

plicity of a Man in the North, who had | 


entered into a Manufactory without any 
Knowledge of Buſineſs, and traded away 
a good Fortune without knowing how to | 
draw even a Bill of Exchange. This honeſt © Þ 
| Man had long owed my Friend Mr. * * * | 
( a Hundred Pound, which he had often 
| aſked for in vain; at laſt, meeting with 
| him one Day in Company, he aſked him 
why he did not pay him the Money ? Be- 
cauſe I have none, Maſter, anſwered the 
other. Well, but Thomas, replied my 
Friend, if you have no Money, perhaps | 
you may give me a Bill upon Somebody in 
London. Yes, Maſter, that I will do with 
all my Heart, replied the other with great | 
Simplicity ; fit down and write it, Matter, 
for you can write better than I. M 
Friend fat down to draw the Bill, greatly 
rejoiced with an Opportunity of getting his 
Money ; and when he had done, Thomas, 
ſays be, I have drawn the Bill a Won 
after 


INTRODUCTION, * 
after Date, now who ſhall I addreſs it to, 
that is, who ſhall I dire& it to for Pay- 
ment? Nm you pleaſe, Maſter, anſwered 
the poor Man, you know more People in 
London than I do. 

The above Story is made pleaſing by its 
Simplicity, and the following entertains by 
its Archneſs and Sagacity.—As a Boy, 
who lived in my Neighbourhood, was 
keeping Sheep on Marlborough Downs, a 
Gentleman called to him, and aſked what 
it was o'Clock. It is Twelve, Sir, an- 
ſwered the Boy. No, returned the Gen- 
tleman, it can't he Twelve yet. Then you 
may ride till it is, if you pleaſe, ſays the 
Boy. The Gentleman thinking there was 
ſomething droll in the Boy's Anſwer, after 
he had rode a little Way, ſent his Servant 
back to know if he would come and live 
with him. What does your Maſter want 
me for? ſaid the Boy. To be his Fool, 
anſwered the Servant. What, are you going 
avay then? quoth the Boy; if you a'nt, 
I won't come; for your Maſter can't afford 
to keep tauo of us, 
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There's another Species of Wit, called 
Punning, which 1 would not have any of 
my Friends deal in, as it is a Commodity 
ſo cheap and fo deſpicable, that they never 
ſell even to Bookſellers for more than Two- 
pence a Dozen. Punning has its Source in 
Miſapprehenſion, and is, if I may be al- 
lowed the Expreſſion, the Art of' making 
 Miftates. 

A Gentleman, who was declaiming be- 
fare a large Audience, having a bad Me- 
mory, was at a Stand, and in a low Voice 
deſired his Friend, who ſtood by, to help 
him out. No, ſays the other, methinks you 
are out enough already. 

A Punſter once told his Friend, that he 
had ſo excellent a Gun, that it went off as 
ſoon as the Thieves came into the Houſe, 
although it was not charged. How could 
that be? faid the other. Why, replied 
the Punſter, The Thieves carried it off ; 
and what is worſe, before I had Time to 
charge them with it. 

Sometunes we meet with a String of 
Puns, of which the following is — In- 

ance. 
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ſtance.— Three Gentlemen being at a Ta- 
vern, whoſe Names were Moore, Strange, 
and Wright ; ſays the laſt, There is but 
one Fool in Company, and that's Strange. 
Yes, anſwered Strange, here is one Moore, 
Aye, ſaid Moore, that's Wright. 

The beſt Pun' that I can recolle& was 
made by my Friend Tom Trott, who, on 
ſeeing a Gentleman in Garraway's Coffee» 
Houte well dreſs'd, with his Hair tied be- 
hind, dictating to the Company, ſat him- 
ſelf down'on the ſame Bench, and' taking 
hold on his tied-up Hair, Sir, ſays he, Is 
this Lock upon Underſtanding ? The Pun 
was a good one, and all the Company 
laughed; but poor Tom got threſhed by 
the Bargain, which corroborates my Po- 
ſition, and proves, that even Punning may 
ſometimes produce Miſchief. . 

And here we muſt obſerve, once for all, 
that we cannot admit, as Wit, any of thoſe 
monſtrous Stories, which, without a Moral 
Meaning or Tendeney to inſtru, - exteed 
all Power of Belief : Such, for Inſtance, 
as the Account Mr, LacKkuano, the Tra- 

velier, 
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veller, gave the Company I was in laſt 
Night, of the Bees at Scanderoon, which 
he ſaid were as big as Turkies. Ay, quoth 
a Gentleman who fat next him, how large 
are the Hives then ? The ſame Size of ours, 
replied the Traveller. Very ſtrange, ſaid the 
other, but how get they into their Hives ? 
That is none of my Buſineſs, quoth he, 
tet them look to that. 

But Travellers, of all others, are the 
molt apt to give into this Vice; which Sir 
Thomas *** was ſenſible of, and therefore, 
when he returned from Per/ia, he told his 
Man John to ſtand behind his Chair at 
Dinner or Supper, and punch him, if in 
his Stories he too much exceeded the 
Truth, that he might correct himſelf, It 
happened, one Day, that he dined at a 
Friend's Houſe, where he affirmed, that he 
ſaw a Monkey, in the Iſland of Borneo, 
aubich had a Tail Threeſcore Yards long. 
Joux punched him. I am certain, ſaid 
the. Gentleman, it was Fifty at leaſt, Joux 


by 


over a Quickſet Hedge, and therefore 
| could 


* 


e him t'other Tough. ' I remember it 
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could not be leſs than Thirty. JOHN at him 
again. I could take my Oath it was Twen- 
ty. This did not ſatisfy JoHN : Upon 
which the Maſter turned round in a Rage, 
and giving his Servant a Box of the Ear, 
Why, you Puffy, ſaid he, world you have 
the Monkey without any Tail ot all? 

The Excuſe uſually pleaded for thoſe 
monſtrous Stories, is, that they are too 
groſs to deceive, and therefore they can do 
no Harm ; to which I anſwer, that as they 
have no allegorical Meaning, or moral 
'Tendency, they never can inſtru, and 
therefore can do no Good ; and that they 
can do no Harm, is not altogether ſo cer- 
tuin. Young People, by telling Lies in 
jeſt, may ſometimes contract a vicious Ha- 


bit, and tell Lies in earneſt; and when 


Truth, the beſt of all Companions, is thus 
treated, ſhe will forſake their Company. 
Be vitRRY and wWisk, ſays my Couſin 
Trap<vit, in the very Title of his Book, 
(Price 6d.) intimating, that he would 
have vou read his Maxims to mend the 
Heart, as weil as his Zefts to make the Heart 

merry; 
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merry ; and, among other Maxims of his, 
I beg this may be treaſured up in the Minds 
of all . Story-tellers.——IxNOCENCY i- 
the greateſt Felicity ; a good Conſcience 1s a 
continual Feaſt : This is the Muſic which 
makes the Heart merry; this makes the 
Priſoner ſing, when the Failor trembles. 
But to return. 

There is alſo a Thing called Humour, 
which may often involve a Man in Dith- 
culties as well as Wit: And in ſpeaking of 
this, I ſhall be obliged to obſerve what I 
would with to conceal, viz. That ſome 
Women have two Faces, as well as lome 


Mien. 


Mrs. Alice Mugſe is, when Abroad, a 
mighty good Sort of a Woman; ſhe puts 
on ſuch à Face as this, 


and 
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and looks as demure as if Butter would not 
melt in her Mouth; but ſhe keeps a poor 
Huſband at Home, that ſhe calls her John, 


to whom ſhe very often exhibits ſuch a 
Countenance as this: 


oy 


— 
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But to the Point. Alice uſed to keep a 
little Keg of Ale locked up tor herlelt, in 
which the Toaſt (wam twice a Day; while 
Fobn had a Keg ſet out for him of the te- 
cond Running, and was theretore not im- 
rifoned like the firſt. John, who was 
— Cook, Butler and Valet de Cham- 
bre, happened to taſte of his Wite's Tub; 
and finding that better than his own, he 
agreed with himſelf, (for it would have 
been dangerowms to conſult his Wife) he 
agreed within himſelf, I fay, to place the 
mit Running of the next Brewing in his 
own. Caik, and to lock up the fecond. 
Alice, finding John was more cheartul 
than uſual, and tlrat he went whiſtling 
about his Butineſs, began to ſuſpect ſome- 
ening, and taſting the Tap, found out the 
Fraud; upon which ſhe opened, and taking 
vp a Stick, drove poor Jobn to the Place 
Sacre he uſualiy ſereened himſelf from her 
Retentment; that is to ſay, under the Ta- 
die. Here he lay till he thought the Storm 
nad ſubſided, and then ventured to peep 
ont; which mne obſerving, called out, 
What, 


— 


ond. 
ful 
ling 
me- 
t the 
king 
Face 
1 her 
Ta- 
torm 
peep 
outs 
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What, do you peep? Yes, ſays he with 
becoming Reſolution, I do, and I wil 
peep, as long as I am a Man. Now 
there was Humour in John's brewing the 
Small-Beer firſt, and in his Reſolution of 
peeping as long as he was a Man; but you? 
lee what Difficulties it brought him into; 
and proves, that Humour may be ſome . 
times as dangerous as Wit. 

It is the ſeaſonable Uſe of Wit and Hu- 
mour that ſtamps a Value on them, and 
makes them eſtimable.— I am glad to hear 
that, ſays Mr. Critic Commg ; but pray, 
Mr. * —— Mr. What-de-call-him, I 
mean ; do you think this is a ſeaſonable In- 
troduttion £ What have your Little Readers 
to do with Huſbands and Wives, and Scold- 
ing and Brawling ? Pray do you intend this 


for Children ? Sir, J intend it for all the 


World: When once I publiſh a Book, 
Sir, F would have every Body buy it.—L 
don't print Books to lock up for my own 
Uſe. No, Sir, I am not covetous ; I am 
no Miſer, in that Reſpect.—In ſhort, Sir, 
I perceive, that the Books bought for Little 

1 Maſter 
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Maſter are read by Great Maſter, andq 
thoſe bought by Miſs are read by Madam; 
and I was willing to take this Adyantage | 
| of telling Mankind, thus indirectly, that 4 
| — Wave and Sulky, Inſolent and IIl- 
natured they may be, Nobody vill lite them 
| the better for it. Good- nature ſhould 
appear in all our Actions; for that will 
catm the Paſſions of others, and keep our 
own in Subjection. 


Gond-nature does, in every Face, 
Supply the Want of Charms and Grace; 
For, without Fortune, without Feature, 
We all agree to love Good-nature, 


POSTSCRIPT. 


Let it be remembered, that true Wit is 
Propriety of Sentiment, with Vivacity of 
Fokrefion, which Propriety our modern 
Wits, who are puffed up with Vanity and 
Conceit, are mizhty apt to forget ; whence 
it frequently happens, that our greateſt 
Wits are our greateſt Fools; for xone are 

f eng as the whe are ſull of * 
| r. 
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Mr. G. knows this, and Mr. C. and Mr, 
W. and many more, whom I may men- 
| tion, on a future Occaſion, if they don't 
4 rectify their ee and mend their 
| Manners. 


I wiſh you a Merry CHRISTMAS. 
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The Fool's Bolt returned. 

Rofeſſor W had a molt remarkable 

long Noſe. A young Spark, who ſat 
oppoſite to him at Table, having a Mind 
to be witty, tho' at the Expence of Good- 
manners, aid, Mr. Prefident, you have 
a Drop at your Noſe. Hawe J, Child? 
ſaid he, then do you wipe it, for it is nearer 
to you than nie. 


The Witty School- Boy. 

A School-maſter aſked one of his Boys, 
in a ſharp Winter-morning, what was 
Latin for Cold? The Boy heſitating a lit- 
the, the Maſter ſaid, What, Sirrah, can't 
you tell? Yes, Sir, ſays the Boy, I have 
ﬆ at my Fingers Ends, The 


* 
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The Witty Fool in Want. 


A Gentleman, not ſo remarkable for 
bis Occonomy, as his Wit and Humour, 
was one Day rallying the late Peter Maler rs 
on his Avance, For my Part, quoth 
the Gentleman, I don't know any Diſ- 
ference between a Shilling and a Sixpence, 
for when one is changed 'tis gone, and fo 
is the other. Ab, ſays Peter, azy old Friend, 
you may nt know the Difference between a 
Shilling and a Six-pence now ; but, believe 
me, you will, ⁊oben you come to be xvorth 
Etrghtcen-pence. 

Wit gained by Mortgages. 

Peter, one Day being a little ſevere on a 
Gentleman, who did not want Wit, was 
afked by him, how the D-— he came to 
be fo witty, and where he got it all ? Why, 
ſays Peter, I am ſure Nature never gave 
me any; but you muſt knew, I have lately 
bought a good many Eftates of witty Gen- 
temen, and they always gave me their Wit 
iuto the Bargain. 

t B4 The 
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| The Conſequence, ; 

A droll Fellow, who got a Livelihood 
by fidling at Fairs and about the Country, 
was one Day met by an Acquaintance that 
had not ſeen him a great while, who ac- 
coſted him thus: Bleſs me ! what are you 
alive! Why nat? anfwered the Fidler, did 
you ſend any Body to kill me? No, replies 
the other, but I was told you was dead. 
Aye, ſo it was reported, it ſeems, ſays the 
Fidler, but I knew it was a Lie as ſoon as 
4 heard it. 


A proper Rebuke for a Fop. 

When Tom Tinſel was at the Temple, 
he was always very fine, and, for the moſt 
Part, very poor; which was ſufficiently 
known to many of his Acquaintance. One 
Night, at the Tavern, Tom deſired one of 
his Companians to pay for him, for that 
be had no Silver in his Pocket. Then, I 
am ſure, ſaid the Gentleman, you bade no 


Gold there, for that you always ſpread upon 
your Coat, 


A 
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A Liar put out of Countenance. 
A Captain of a Man of War had got a 


od Circle of his Friends, whom he was en- 
„„ (} tertaining with ſome wonderful Phænome- 
at non he had ſeen at Sea; when Tooking 
e. round, and perceiving Dick Wilſon laugh, 
* he grew very angry, and ſaid he did not 
11 believe him. Why, Sir, ſays Dick, did you 
les fte it? Yes, I did, anſwered the Gentle- 
id. man. Well, if you ſaw it, ſays Dick, 1 
he  avill believe it; but I would net, if I had 
as " ſeen it myſelf. | 


Induſtry Encouraged. 
When Colonel H. arrived at Ke, as 


le, Governor of that Place, the Officers told 
oſt " him they hoped he would give a Ball to 
tly the Ladies. Ladies! ſays he, aye, aye, 


ne F'll give them a Ball: But it ſhall be a Ball 
of Worſted, to mend their Stockings. 
This calls to my Mind an Epigram, 
W written by a School-Boy, on ſeeing a fine 
Lady in a looſe Dreſs and Slippers, with a 
Hole in her Stocking, making Extracts 
out of Pamela: : 
4 To 


8 8 
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To ſee a Lady of ſuch Grace, 
With ſo much Senſe and ſuch a Face, 
So ſlatternly, is ſhocking ; 
Oh! if you wou'd with Venus vie, 
Your Pen and Pamela lay by, 
And learn to mend your Stocking. 


The Poor Man à Philoſopher. 


The Standers by, to comfort a poor 
Man, who lay on his Death-bed, told him, 
he ſhould he carried to Church by four 
luſty proper Fellows. I thank you, ſaid he, 
but I had much rather go myſelſ. 


A Country Simile. 


A Gentleman hearing a Shepherd and 
his Wife quarrelling, rode up, and calling 
to the Man, Thomas, ſail he, why doſt 
thou give thy Wife ſuch hard Words? I 


thought you had liked her.—Why ſo did, 


Mafler, ſaid the Fellow, I once liled her, 
as if all the World awas coming together ; 
but now I Jike her no more than an Apple 
d like an Oyſter. 

The 
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The Senſible Reply. 

„ A Country Squire aſked a Merry An- 
drew, why he play'd the Fool? For the 
Same Reaſon, ſaid he, as you do, out of 
Want ; you do it for Want of Wit, I for 
Want of Money. 


1 Many a True Word ſpoke in Jeſt. 
Two ſmart Fellows riding by a Country- 


Door man, who was ſowing his Field, one of 
um, them called to him with an inſolent Air, 
four Vou Farmer, ſaid he, it is your Bu- 
| he, ſineſs to ſow, but we reap the Fruits of 


your Labour. To which the Farmer re- 


plied, It is very likely you may, Maſter, 
for I am ſowing Hemp. 


and An Incitement to Charity. 2 25 
ling N Mr. Tagg was once propoſing a Charity 
doſt ' Subſcription at an Aſſembly, when Sir 
?I | William *** was preſent, and after he 
did,' | had delivered a Sentence to the Company, 
ber, he repeated it aloud in Sir Wilkam's Ear. 
ber 3 What doſt thou bellow thy Nonſenſe in my 


pple Ears for? ſays the Knight. Becauſe, re- 
| plied Tagg, on theſe Occaſions, you are ge- 
The nerally deaf. Impertinence 
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Impertinence Returned. 
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A Chimney-Sweeper's Boy had juft 
ſwept the Chimney at a Barber's Shop in 
London, and while he was tying up his 
| Soot, ſome of the Journeymen, at Work 
in the Shop, being inclined to exerciſe their 
Wit on the poor Lad, among other Queſ- 
tions, aſked him what Trade his Father 
was? 'To which the Boy very archly re- 
- plied, What Trade? why my Faber was 
a Barber; and I meht have been a Barber 
too, but I was determined not to be of fuch 


a Blackguard Buſingſi as that. 


Vanity 


and the Pain 


þ 


very buſy at that Time. 
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Vanity Reproved. 


A Linnen-Draper in London had his Pic- 
ture drawn in Armour, which he was very 
fond of ſhewing. Two Country Gentle- 
men of his Acquaintance coming to ſee 
him, he, according to Cuſtom, ſhows them 
the Picture, aſking if it was not extremely 
like him? Indeed, ſaid one of the Gentle. 
men, *tis a good Likeneſs ; but there is a 
Fault init; 8 are drawn in Armour, 
t 


iece. 


has given you no Head- 


Pho ! ſays his Friend, if be had 
ad a Head-ptece, be would not have been 
drawn in Armour. 


Truth without Offence. 


A Taylor ſent his Bill to a Lawyer for 
Money ; the Lawyer bid the Boy tell his 
Maſter, that he was not running away, but 


The Boy comes 


again, and tells him, he muſt need have the 
Money. Did'ſ tell thy Maſter, ſaid the 
Lawyer, I was not running away ? Yes, 
Sir, ſud the Bo 
that be was. 


y, but he bid me tell you, 


The 
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The Fool's Way to kill Care, 


A young Fellow, who had made away 
with all he had, even to his laſt Suit of 
Cloaths, was thus addreſſed by his Friend: 
Now I hope you'll own yourſelf a happy 
Man, for you have put an End to all your 
Cares. How ſo? ſaid the Gentleman. Be- 
cauſe, reply d the other, you bade nothing 
left to take Care of. 


A Common Caſe. 


It has been often obſerved, and with too 
much Truth, that Engli/> Gentlemen reap 
no Benefit from Travelling. Tom Smart 
made a pretty Uſe of this, when he told a 
prating Coxcomb, juſt returned from Italy, 
That the Engliſh auent out Figures, and re- 
turned Cyphers. 

Wit at Court. 

A Gentleman, t'other Day, going to 
Court, was aſked by another at the Palace, 
where he was going, and whether he wanted 
a Poſt? No, wo, Sir, ſaid the former, of 
I did I wou'd take you. 


Modern 


| 
| 


[ 
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Modern Friendſhip and Generoſity. 
Jom Clark, of St. John's, deſired a 

Fellow of the ſame College to lend him 
Bithop Burnet's Hiſtory of the Reformation ; 
the other told him he could not poſſibly 
ſpare it out of his Chambers, but if he 
leaſed he might come there and read it all 
Day long. Some Time after, the ſame 
Gentleman ſends to Tom, to borrow his 
Bellows ; Tom tent him Word, he could 
not poſſibly ſpare them out of his Chamber, 
but he might come there and blow all Day 
long if he wou'd, 
Wit in a Great Wig. 
Hippeſig, the _ having a large full 
Wig on, which he had not paid for, 'was 
told by a Friend of his, that it was a ver 
good one. Faith ! Sir, ſaid Hippeſley, wit 
bis uſual Humour, I kow not ho good it 
may prove in the long Run, but at preſent 
i bas run me over Head and Ears in Debt. 
Wit in Rag- Fair. 
Jemmsy Spiller, as he was going one Day. 
through Rag-Fair, a Place where they (ell 
:conde 
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Second-hand Goods, cheapened a Leg of 
Mutton he ſaw hang up there at a Butchet's 
Stall. The Butcher told him it was a 
Groat a Pound. Are not yol an uncon- 
cianable Fellow, ſaid Spiller, to aft ſuch a 
Price, when one may — new one for 
that in Clare-Market ? 


The Wit Out-witted. 
uin was once upon a Journey to Somer- 
fetfhrre, and having put up for a few Days 
at a Farm-houſe, which he admired for the 
Agreeableneſs of its Situation; he, in the 
mean while, turn'd his Horſe to Graſs, 
and loſt him. Upon enquiring after him 
of a Country Fellow, and aſking if there 
were any Thieves, or Horſe-ſtealers, in his 
Neighbourhood. No, ve be all honefi Folk 
here, quoth the Man; but there's one Qn, 
I think they call him, a flrolling Player from 
London, maybaß be may have ſtole him. 
Advice Yo an inſolent Coward. 
Tom Stamp, who was a notorious Cow- 
ard, yet inſolent, and always meddling 

with other People's Affairs, affronted a 
Ih 3a | Gentleman 
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Gentleman once at an Aſſembly, who took | 


him by the Noſe and led him out of the 
Room ; of which he complained to his 
Friend Dick Wilſon, and aſked what he 
would adviſe him to do. Do? ſaid Dick, 
1 don't know how to adviſe you, in the pre- 
ſent Caſe ; but, jor the future, I would ad- 
wiſe you to behave with better Manners in 
Company, or 70 ſoap your Noſe, that thoſe 
a/ make a Handle of it may flip their 
Hold. . 


A Queſtion, to be anſ<vered by the Phjaticians. 


As the late King was walking one Morn- 
ing in Hampton-Court Gardens, a Mower 
left his Companion, and with lis Hat off, 
and ſcratching his Head, thus addreſſed 
him, Gdd blejs you, Sir; I hope your Ma- 
fefly will give a poor Moawer ſomething to 
drank your Healih this Morning ? I have 
no Money, Friend; I have no Money, 
ſaid the King. Nor I neither, quoth the 


Fellow, rot e ! I can't think <vhat they + 
have dane <wvith it all! 


Go „ 


od DM 
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The Uſe of a Fine Coat. 
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A Gentleman feemg Tom Tagg go out 
very finely dreſſed, after the mutual Com- 
pliments, aſked where he was going? Co- 
ing, ſays Tom, why I am going to ad- 
vertiſe. What? favs the Gentleman. 
Why Myſelf, quoth Tom, for that's the only 
Uje of a Fine Coat. 
The Friendly Excuſc. 
A Senator, who 1s not elteemed the 
wiſett Man in the Houſe, has a Cuſtom of 
making his Head when another ſpeaks ; 
which giving Offence to a particular Perſon, 
| | he 
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he complained of the Indignity. Here- 
upon, one, who had been acquainted with 
the firſt Gentleman from a Child, as he 
told the Houſe, affured them it was only 
the Etfects of an ill Habit : For, ſays he, 
though he often ſhakes his Head, there is 
nothing in it. 
How to drive away Rats. 

A Gentleman, on his Travels Abroad, 
(for it could not be in Exgland) had lodged 
at an Inn, where they made him a moſt 
extravagant Bill for his Entertainment, 
which he diſputed with the Waiter ; but to 
no Purpoſe, for he found himſelf obliged 
to pay it. Jutt as his Horſes were ordered 
out, the Landlord, with his ufual Civility, 
came to wiſh him a good Journey; and 
while they were talking, the Oftler ſtepped 
up to lis Maſter, and complained of what 
Damage the Rats had done the wee. 
Night. Why, are you much troubled wi 
Rats ? ſaid the Gentleman. O! intolera- 
bly ! ſays the Inn-keeper, they do me in- 
finite Miſchief, I think, returned, the 
Gentleman, I could put you in a W to 

E e 
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et rid of them. Sir, ſays the other, I 
ould be much obliged to your Honour. 
There is nothing ſo eaſy and fo certain its 
the Scheme I ſhall tell you, quoth the 
Gentleman: Only make them ſuch an extra- 
vagant Bill as you have made me, and not 
one of them will come to your Houſe again. 
. Pride paid with Impertinence. | 
A Country *Squire being in Compan 
F with his n and = — 06 
vant, cried out, Where is my Blockhead ? 
Upon your Shoulders, ſaid the Lady. 
A Reaſon for Extravagancy. 
| A drunken Fellow having made away 
with all his Goods, except his Feather- 
Bed, was at length obliged to part with 
| that too; for which, being reproyed by 
| ſome Friends, Phoo ! ſays he, 7 am very 
 evell, thank Heaven, and why fbould I 
Lee my Bed. 
BH Advice to à Jockey. | 
1 A Gentleman galloping furiouſly over 
ploughed Lands towards Tame, and meet- | 
ing one, alked him, If that was the Way | 
to 


* . PW Wo * 


1 1 
our. 
n as 
the 
tra- 
not 
in. 


pany 
Ser- 
ead ? 


away 
ther- 
with 
1 by 
very 


uld I 


over 
meet - 
May 
to 


Six-Pennyworth of Wir. 37 
to Tame? Aye, ſays the Fellow, to tame 
your Horſe, if he be as wild as a Buck. 


The Effects of a Copper-Countenance. 


Two Gentlemen rode up to an Inn on. 
the Road, and calling for ſome Wine and 
Water, it was brought to them in a foul 
Tankard ; which one of them took up, 
and turning it round, ſaid to his Compa- 
nion, Sure this is not a Silver Tankard! it 
has a very Braſſy Look. Phoo ! ſays the 
other, it is only the Reflection of your Coun- 
tenance. . 


A Misfortune 1 Fault. 


A Gentleman having Occaſion to buy a 
Horſe, and _ no Judge in Horſe- 
Fleſh, went to a Dealer whom he knew, 
and told him he wanted to buy a good 
Horſe; but, as he was ignorant how to 
make a proper Choice, would leave it to 
him ; that he expected he (the Dealer) 
would put a good one into his Hands with- 


out a ſingle Fault, and on that acconut he 


3 would 
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would not beat him down, as ta Price: 
A Bargain was made, the Jockey declaring» 
that, to his Knowledge, the Horſe had not 


one Fault, and the Money was paid down. 


But Jockies will be yy Ama in a Day or 
two, the Gentleman diſcovered, that, not- 
withſtanding the Eyes of the Horſe, to all 
Appearance, were good, he was, in Effect, 
as blind as a Stone : Upon this, he went 
and demanded the Return of his Mo- 
ney; which the Jockey had the Impudence 
to evade, ſaying, I told you the Beaſt 
had no Fault, and I fawear to you now that 
. I do not know of one; as to his being blind, 
I confeſs be is fo, but that's a Misfortune, 
zot @ Fault. 


The Reaſonable Queſtion. > 


A Man aſked Tom Trip how he lived, 
theſe hard Times ? Why, upon my Wit, 
ſays Tom. I wonder, replied the other, 
how you can live upon fo ſmall a Stock, 

Az After-Thought. 


A Gentleman, who was parting ſome 


People in a Fray, received fo large a Cut 


— 7 
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in his lend, that the Surgeon told him he 
could fee his Brains. Th 1rpoſdble, ſays 
the Gentleman, for of 1 had any Brains, 
r Fad never happened to me. 


The Droppings of Wit. 

While a Scholar was blowing his Fire, 
the Noſe of his Bellows dropt off: I ſee, 
wndeed, ſays he, it's cold Weather, for the 
Noſe of the very Belluavs drops. 


The Liar Reproved. 

Dick * by keeping bad Company 
had learned to ſhoot in a long Bow, or 
in other Words, to tell ſuch Stories as No» 
body could believe, and having let off on- 
in the Coffee-houſe, which made the whole 
Company ſtare ; Sam Sudbury, an old Ac- e 
quaintance of his, laughed, and cried, 
Hem ! upon which Dick made up to him, 
And fo, Sam, ſays he, ther you won't be- 
lieve this? M yes, replied the other, 7 
will, Dick, to dblige you ; but I would not 
believe ſuch another Lie. for any Man upon 
the Face of the Earth: | 

_—_ Proper 
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Proper Advice to a Knave, 


other Words, a Gameſter, had grown, as 
it were, by his Behaviour, into Diſuſe, 
and could get no Man of Character to play 
with him; upon which he complained to 
one of the Company, and ſaid, he thought 
their Diſlike to his Perſon aroſe from his 
not being ſufficiently dreſſed; adding, that 
he would immediately go and buy a 
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Suit of Cloaths.—That you may do, ſays 
his Friend, but I think you had better buy a | 


new Set of Principles. 
The Lawyer let down. 


A humorous Fellow, a Carpenter, be- 
ing ſubpcena'd as a Witneſs on a Trial for 
an Aſſault; one of the Counſel, who was 
very much given to brow-beat the Evi- 
dence, aſked him what Diſtance he was 
from the Parties when he ſaw the De- 
fendamt ſtrike the Plaintiff? The Carpen- 
ter anſwered, Juſt four Feet five Inches 
and an Half, Prithee, Fellow, ſaid the 
Counſel, how is it poſſible you can be fo 
very exact, as to the Diſtance? Why, to 
tell you the Truth, ſaid the Carpenter, 1 
thought, perhaps, that ſome Tool or other 
might aſt me, ond ſo I meaſured it. 


The Reaſonable Dilemma. 


One was ſaying, that his Great Grand- 
father, and Grandfather, and Father, died 
at Sea, Quoth another, If I were you, 
I would never go to Sea, Why, faid 
the other, where did your Great Grand- 

father, 


| 
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father, and Grandfather, and Father ic ? 
He anſwered, In their Beds. Then, uid 
the firſt, if I avere you, I would never $3 
& Bed. 


How to get rid of a bad Guinea Haneſth. 


A Gentleman travelling with Mr. Tagg, 
who had a bad Guinea in his Pocket, call'd 
is Servant to the Side of the Poſt-Chaiſe; 


Dick, ſays he, here's a Guinea, which 


is too light, and I can get Nobody to take 
it; do you ſee and part with it, ſome how 
or other, on the Road. Yes, Sir, ſays 
the Footman, I'll] endeawour to do it. 
Tagg remonſtrated againſt this, as both diſ- 
honeſt and cruel ; but the Gentleman only 
laughed at his Admonition, and ſaid he 
knew nothing of the World. When they 
came to the Inn at Night, the Gentleman 
called to his Servant, to know if he had 

off the Guinea, Yes, Sir, ſays 
the Man, I did it flily. Aye, Dick, 
ſaid the Maſter, I fancy thou art a ly 
Sort of a Fellow; but tell me how. Why, 


Sir, fays the Footman, the People reſign 
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him at Breakfaſt, and ſo they did where 
your Honour dined ; but as I had a Groat to 
pay at the Turnpike, I whipped him in be- 
taveen the Halfpence, and the Man put it in 
his Pocket, and never ſaw it. 

A Puppy paid for Prating. 

A Fellow, vaunting of his Birth and 
Family, aſhrmed, that when he came firſt 


to England he cut fuch a Figure, that the 


Bells were rung through every Town as he 
paſſe] to London. Ah! ſays a Gentleman 
in Company, I ſuppoſe that was, becauſe 
you came up in a Waggon with a Bell. team. 
A Comical Queſtion. | 

As two Women were chattering together, 
the one ſaid her Daughter had not laid her 
Eyes together for four Nights. You Fool, 
quoth the other, how ſhould ſhe, when her 
Noſe flands between them. 


The Prince Reproved. © 
King Charles II. in Company with the 


Lord Rochefler, and ſome others of the 
| Nobility, had been drinking the beſt Part 


of the Night; when Killigrew came in: 
| Now, 


2 
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Now, ſays the King, we ſhall hear of 
our Faults. No, quoth Killigrew, I newer 
trouble my Head with that, which all the 
Town talks of. | 


The Poet too hard for the Peer. 


A Poet, being one Day at Dinner with 
a noble Duke, and having his own Ser- 
vant waiting on him, the Duke aſked him, 
why he, that eat moſtly at other People's 
Tables, ſhould be ſuch a Fool, as to keep 
a Fellow in Livery only to laugh at him ? 
Why, _ the Poet, I keep but one to laugh 
at me, but your Grace has the Honour to 
keep a Dozen, | 


The Magotty Scholar. 


A Scholar of Chrift Church that was 
whimſical, or, as we uſed to ſay, maggotty, 
complained, that when he eat Fiſh, they 
would always riſe in his Stomach. No Won- 
der, quoth another, for they riſe and leap 
after the Maggots in your Head, 


The 
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The Dog turned Critic. 
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A young Fellow, who fancied he was 
polleſſed of Talents ſuſmcient to cut a Fi- 
gure on the Stage, offered himſelf to Mr, 
ich, and, according to Cuſtom, was to 
ſpeak before Mr. Quin : Juſt as he began 
to rant forth a Tragedy Speech, a Dog, 
that was running about the Stage, at the 
ſame Time ſet up a terrible Howl: Upon 
which Quin deſired they would take Care of 
him, and give him a Sheep's-head, upon 
his Account; That Dog, ſays be, is @ 2. 
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of Tafte, and deſerves a Dinner more than 
all the Critics that attend the Stage, 


It may be true, 
The Cocket-writer at the Cu/fom-bouſe, 


whoſe Hand was as unintelligible as you + 


can conceive any Scrawl to be, was one 
Day called upon by the Board, to explain 
his Writing; and after puzzlu.g himſelf 
ſome Time to no Purpoſe, Gentlemen, taid 
he, I beg youll ſend jor jume other Perſen to 
explain it, for it is no Part of my Buſineſs ; 
I am Cocket-writer, and not Cocket-reader. 


: The Biter bit. 

Sir Richard * * * * rallied Beau Naſb 
one Moruing in Simpſon's Room, and told 
the Company he had brought his Nephew 
Bob with him to Bath, who would beat 
Naſh out of the Pit; for he was a great 
Story-teller. I don't wonder at that, ſays 
Naſh, ohen he came of ſuch a lying Gene- 
ration. | 


On bad Company. 
A Sharper was telling his Friends at 
Tunbridge, that he had brought a young 
Baronet 


U 
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\ Baronet out of the Country, whoſe Merit 


he extolled prodigiouſly, and at laſt added, 
that he was a very honeſt Man. He is 
to be pitied for that, ſays Mr. Tagg. 
What, for being an honeft Man? ſaid 
the other. No, anſwered Tagg; but being 
an honeſt Man, he is tu be pitied for being 
ww your Company. 


Tos true to make a Jeſt of. 


An Oxford Vintner complained to his 
Man, that there were no Bottles left, tho” 
he had laid in a large Stock very lately. 
Ie Wonder, ſaid the Fellow; for all thoſe 
that were Meaſure you broke, and all that 
avere uot Meaſure the Scholars have broke. 


A Pipe for the Punſter. 


A famous Punſter, calling for ſome Pipes 
in a Tavern, complained they were too 
ſoart : The Drawer ſaid, they had no 
other, and thoſe were but zuft come in: Ay, 
{aid the other, I ſee your Maſter has not 


bought them very long. 
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A Pun A-pro-pos. 

The ſame Gentleman was deſired one 

Night in Company, to make a' Pun extem- 

Fore. Upon what Subject? ſaid he. 

The King, anſwered the Perſon that aſked 

him. O! Sir, quoth he, the King is no 
Subject. 

The Fool's Mouth ut. 


A conceited Fellow, who fancied him- 
ſelf a Poet, aſk'd Nat Lee, if it was not 
eaſy to write like a madman, as he did? 
No, anſwered Nat, but it is eaſy to write 
like a Fool, as you ds. 

The Lady of Taſte. 


* + A Lady being aſked, how ſhe liked a 
Gentleman's Singing, who had a very 
flinking Breath : The Words are good, laid 
the, but the Air is intolerable. 
© The Caſtle-Buiider. 
The Dutcheſs of Newcafile, who wrote 
Plays and Romances in King Charles the 
Second's Time, aſk'd Biſhop #i!/kins, how 
the ſhould get up to the World in the 


Noon, 
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Moon, which he had difovered; for as the 
Journey muſt needs be very long, there 
would be no Poſſibility of going through 
with it, without reſting on the Way? Oh, 
Madam, ſaid the Biſhop, as your Grace 
have built ſo many Caſtles in the Air, you 
cannot want a Place to bait at. 


3 
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Notwithſtanding Mr. Tagg valued him- 
ſef much on his Wit, he was frequently 
over- matched, and ſometimes let down 
even by the e An — 
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of this I once was Witneſs of, at an Inn 
upon the Road: When Tom, being in- 
formed that a Carrier, who topped at the 
Door, was an arch Fellow, thus attacked 
him. Why, they tell me, mv Friend, 
that you are a very wiſe Man. May-be-/z, 
ſays the Fellow. And that you know' all 
London, continued Tom, and every Body 
In it: Pray can you tell where I live? 14 
Knave's - Acre, lays the Carrier. Ay, 


but I am about to move, ſays Tom. And 


that will be to Bridexvell, quoth the other. 


The Witty Inpertinent. 


The Carrier was afterwards aſked bv the 
Landlord, whether he had ſten lis Nephcw, 
and what Trade he was apprenticed to? 4 
Mutton-pye Maker, anſwered the Fellow ; 
and when out of his Time, he intends 
to take you in Partner with him; lo that 

ou may ſteel Sheep upon the Downs here, 
and he'll e them off in London : Faith, 
you'll have a rare Trade on it. I hape 
we may, fays the Landlord, and you 
Hall be our Carrier. That I would with 
| Pleajure, 
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Pleaſure, ſaid the Fellow, i you were 
both going to the Whipping-Poſt. 


The Neceſſary Improvement. 

A French Marquis, being one Day at 
Dinner with Roger Williams, was boaſting 
of the happy Genius of his Nation, in pro- 
jecting all the fine Modes and Faſhions ; 
particularly the Ruffle, which, he ſaid, was 
de fine Ornament to de Hand, and had been 
followed by de other Nations. Roger al- 
lowed what he ſaid, but obſerved at the 
ſame Time, that the Englith, according to 
Cuflom, had made a great Improvement 
upon their Invention, by adding a Shirt ta 


y bh 
The grateful Repartee, 
In a Viſit Queen Elizabeth made to the 
famous Lord Chancellor Bacon, at a ſmall 
Country Seat he had built for himſelf, be- 
fore his Preferment ; ſhe aſked him, How 
it came to paſs, that he bad made bis Houfe 
too ſmall for bim? It is not I, Madam, 
anſwered he, <vho _ made my Houſe toa 
2 


ſinal! 
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ſmall for meli, but your Majcſiy bas 
made me too big for my Houſe. 
A Priucely Reply. 

King Villiam the Third, being upon a 
March, for ſome ſecret Expedition, was 
intreated by a General to tell him what his 
Deſign was. The King, inſtead of telling 
him, aſked if he could keep a Secret. The 
General ſaid he could. Well, anfwered his 
Majeſty, an I can keep a Secret as well 
as you. 

The Crafty Petitioner, 

Mr. 17 Cr, the Comedian, one 
Day begged of his Father to let him have 
an hundred Pounds, which he ſaid would 
make him perfectly eaſy in his Atfais. 
Why, The, faid the Father, it is very 
ſtrange that you can't live upon your Sa- 
lary, your Benefit, and other 3 — 4 
when I was of your Age, I never ſpent 
any of my Father's Money. I don't know 
that, anſwered the Son, bur I am ſure you 
lade eit à great deal of my Father's 
Meng). | | 


| 
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The Witty Fool in Want. 


A Gentleman, not fo remarkable for 
his Oeconomy, as his Wit and Humour, 
was one Day rallying the late Peter Walters 
on his Avarice, For my Part, quoth 
the Gentleman, I don't know any Dif- 
ference between a Shilling and a Sixpence, 
for when one is changed 'tis gone, and fo 
is the other. 40, ſays Peter, my old Friend, 
you may nt know the Difference betqveen a 
Shilling and a Six-pence noxv ; but, believe 
me, you will, when you come to be worth 
Eighteen-pence. 

Wit gained by Mortgages. 

Peter, one Day being a little fevere on à 
Gentleman, who did not want Wit, was 
aſked by him, how he. came to be to 
witty, and where he got it all? Why, fays 
Peter, I am ſur? Nature never gave me 
any; but you muſt knixv, I have lately 
bought à good many Eftates of witty Gen- 
tlemen, and they always gave me thar Wit 
into the Bargain. 

D 3 Balaam 
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Balaam and his Brother Wit. 

A young Student, ſhewing the Muſæum 
at Oxford to ſome Gentlemen and La- 
dies, among other Things produced a ruſty 
Sword: This, ſays he, Gentlemen, is 
the Sword with which Balaam was going 
to kill his Aſs. Upon which one of the 
Company replied, that he thought Balaam 
had us Sword, but only wiſhed for one. 
You are right, ſaid the Student, and this is 
the very Sword he wiſhed for. 


Who can believe a Liar. 


A notorious Thief, being to be tried for 
his Life, .confeſſed the Robbery he was 
charged with. The Judge hereupon di- 


reed the Jury to find him guilty upon his 
.own Con 
their Heads together, b 
guilty. The Judge bid them conſider of 


ſhon. 


The Jury having laid 
rought him in ot 


of it again, but ſtill they brought in their 
Verdict xot guilty. And when the Judge 
aſked the Reaſon, the Foreman rephed, 


There's Reaſon enough, my Lord, for „ 


1 
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all know him to be one of the greateſt Liars 
in the Warld. | | 


A Parcei of merry Fellows, in a Coun- 
try Town, having a Mind to humbug an 
honeſt toping Farmer, way-laid him one 
dark Evening, on his Return from a neigh- 
bouring Village, where he had got exceed- 
ing drunk, and taking him off his Horſe, 
made Pretences of rifling his Pockets of 
what he had, but took nothing from him, 
and then ſet him upon his Horſe again, 


4 with 
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with his Face towards the Tail, The 
Horſe, well acquainted with the Way 
home, carried his Maſter ſafe into the 
Yard ; where the Wife hearing her Huſ- 
band's Voice, went oyt with a Candle, and 
ſeeing his Situation, haſtily enquired the 
Cauſe, Ab, Mary, ſays the Farmer, as 
well as he could ſpeak, I have been robbed 
and murthered by a Parcel of Regues, who 
have flole all my Money, and what wexes 
. = more, they have cut my Horſe's Head 
off. * | 

Antique Ignorance. 


A Gentleman was ſaying one Day, at 
the Tilt. yard Coffee-houſe, when it rained 
exceſſive hard, that it put him in mind of 
the General Deluge.—Pray, Sir, ſays an 
old Campaigner who ſtood by, <vhs's that ? 


I hawe heard of all the Generals 14 Europe 
but him. 


| The Logical Fool. 

Young *Squire Booby, juſt come from his 
firſt Term at the Univerſity, was willing 
to give his Parents a Specimen of his Im- 
provement 
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57 
provement there. Father, ſays he, I 
can chop Logic. Ay, ſays his Father, 
how is that, Tom? Why, ſays Tom, 
here de zee, Father, are a Couple of 
Fowls at Table ; I can prove there are thrce 


Fowls. How's that? quoth the Father. 


Why there's one, ſaid Tom, and there's 
two, pointing to the Diſh, and don't 
one and two make three, Father? — ell, 
Dame, ſaid the Father, Tom is become a 
Conjurer : You take one Foaul, and I'll eat 
other, and let him have the third for his 
Logic. | 
The Crafty Clown. 
Dr. Heylin, a noted Author, eſpecially 
for his Coſmography, happening to loſe his 
Way going to Oxford, in the Foreſt of 
Whichwwood, and being then attended by one 
of his Brother's Men, the Man a in- 


treated him to lead the Way; but the Doc- 
tor told him he did not know the Way.— 
What, ſaid the Man, hawe you goritten a 
Deſcription of the «whole World, aud can't 
find the Way out of this little Wood ? 


Inſolent 
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Inſolent Intelligence. 


A Traveller coming into the Kitchen of 
an Inn, in a very cold Night, ftood fo cloſe 
to the Fire, that he burnt his Boots. An 
arch Rogue, who fat in the Chimney - 
Corner, cry'd out to him, Sir, you'll burn 
you Spurs preſently. My Boots you mean, 
1 ſuppoſe ? faid the Gentleman. No, Sir, 
replied the other, they are burut alreacty. 


Covetouineſs it the Root of all Evil. 


A Clergyman of great Opennefs and 
Sincerity, being made one of the King's 
Chaplains in a former Reign, the Queen 
told him, ſhe was very glad that ſo ho- 
neſt a Man, and one that would not be 
afraid to ſpeak the Truth, was come 40 
Court; and at the ſame Time begged that 
he would, without any Scruple, tell her 
her Faults. Upon which the Doctor, with- 
out any Ceremony, charged her with being 
covetous. Well, Doctor, ſays ſhe, now 
tell me another. No, quoth the Doctor, 
your Majefly muſi mend tha! firſt. 
= The 
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The Woeful Lamentation. 
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A certain Muſician, who had a very bad 
voice, as he was ſinging one Day, took 
Notice of a Gentle woman, that fell a cry- 
ing; and thinking that the Sweetneſs of 
his Melody awaked ſome Paſſion in her 
Breaſt, he began to ſing louder, and the 
to weep more bitterly, He had no ſooner 
ended his Song, but, going to the Lady, 
he aſked why the cried ? ! faid the, I 
am the unfortunate Woman, whoſe Aſs 
the Wolves devoured Yeſterday ; and no 

| Lo ſooner 
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ſooner did I hear you fing, but I thought 
of my poor Aſs, for ſurely never were 
Voices ſo much alike. 


+ The Coffee-Houſe Philoſopher. 


Two Men having a Diſpute together, 
about Works of Fortification, one ſaid to 
the other, For all your pretended Know-. 
| ledge, Tl lay you a Shilling, you don't knoxw 
.avhat makgs a Fortification. Done, ſays 
the other, who was a droll Fellow, I //t 
ont, that twwo Twentyfications make a | 
Fortification. | 


The Oeconomiſt. 


As Sir Richard Lowervit was ſorting and 
burning a Parcel of Letters, his Servant, 
who was juſt come out of the Country, 
and was ignorant enough, ſtepped up to 
him, and making a Bow, Sir, ſaid he, I 
wiſh you would give me two of theſe Let- 
ters. Why, what would you do with them? 
ſays the Knight. O, I would ſend them to 
my Father and Mother, ſaid the Man, it ts 
a great while fmce I ſent them a Letter, 


ought 
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and theſe will ſave me the Expente of 
auriting. x 

Toll from the Miller. 


As two Men were riding from Shipton- 
Mallet to Bruton, they ſaw a Miller ride 
ſoftly before them, whom they agreed 
to crack their Jokes on: Accordingly they 
rode one on each Side of him, and thus 
accoſted him; Prithee now tell us, Miller, 
which art thou, molt Knave or moſt Fool? 
Truly, ſaid he, I don't know which I 
moſt lean to, but I believe I am between 
both. | | | 
A New Way to hide Money. 

Two inſeparable Companions of the 
Guards in Flanders, had every Thing in 
common between them ; one was very ex- 
travagant, and unfit to be truſted with 
Money, wherefore the other was always 
Purle-bearer ; by which he ſaved but little, 
for the former would often pick his Pocket 
in the Night; to his laſt Stiver : To prevent 
this, he bethought himſelf of a Stratagem; 
and coming the next Day among his Com- 

panions, | 


Wo 
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panions, bragged how he had bit his Com- 
rade. Ay, how? ſaid they. Why, replied 
he, I hid my Money in his owon Pocket laſt 
Night, and I'm ſure bell newer look for it 
there. 


The Senſible Fool. 


== $4 * * > 


b 

ſome Offence 2 
was told, that his Fool's Coat ſhould be 
no Protection to him, for he certainly 
would beat his Head off, if ever he did 
the like again, The Fool ran open mouth'd 
to 
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ro the King with his Complaint, who bid 
him not be afraid; for if the Gentleman 
ſhould kill him, he would hang him the 
Day after, I had much rather, replied the 
Fool, you wwould bang him the Day before, 


Freedom among Friends. 
A Gentleman calling for Small-Beer at 


his Friend's Table, and finding it very + 


flat, gave it back to the Servant, without 
drinking. What! ſaid the Maſter of the 
Houſe, don't you like the Beer? it is not 
to be found Fault with. No, anſwered the 
other, wwe ſhould never ſpeak il of the 


Dead. 
The Declenſion of Hock. 


Three Cambridge Scholars went one 
Evening to a Tavern, which was famous 
for having good Hock ; where one of them, 
who thought himſelf the Wit of the Com- 
pany, — the Waiter to bring in a 

ottle of Hic-Hæc-Hoc: But no Wine 
coming, the Waiter was called again, and 
heing ſoundly rated, they aſked why he 
did not bring the Hock? Why really, 
Gentlemen, 
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Gentlemen, ſaid the Boy, I thought 
had ne it. 2 n 


The Wholeſale Minuet. 


Quin being one Night at Simpſon's Room 
at Bath, when a very luſty Gentleman 
danced with a Lady full as plump as him- 
ſelf; a Nobleman, who ſat next to Quin, 
and who had been a great Promoter of the 
Wheel-Act, aſked him what he thought 
of that Gentleman and Lady's Dancing ? 
Why, ſaid Quzn, it is the fil Minuet I 
ever ſaw upon broad Wheels. 


The Coxcomb paid in his 62vn Coin. 
An elderly Gentleman was entertaining 


ſome Company in a Coffee-Houſe with the 


Felicities he had _—_— in the early Parts 
of his Life, and lamented he was now 


_. grown ſo old; upon which an impertinent 
oung Fellow ſtarted up, and aſked what 
he would give to be as 22 as he was? 


Why, Sir, anſwered the Gentleman, I 
would even ſubmit to be almoſt as fooliſb. 


The 
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quaintance, ran after him, and, without 
ſpeaking a Word, clapped him on the 
houlder : However, when the Gentleman 
turned, he diſcovered his Error, and aſked 
Pardon; but the other grumbled, and 
ſeemed diſpleaſed. Pray, don't be angry, 
ſaid Naſh, why [ 5 for a very 
ne Gentleman. How do you know but I 
am ſo? ſaid the other ſurlily. Why, if you 


are, ſaid Naſh, I al be a ſecond Time 
miſtaken. 


The Modern Geographer. 


A Gentleman was reading to ſome Com- 
pany, in a Coffee- Houſe by St. James's, a 
Syſtem of Polity, in which a Calculation 
was made of all the Inhabitants in Great- 
Britain; the Number ſeemed ſo immenſely 
— 2 a Beau Politician who ſtood by, 
that he immediately cry'd, Sir, if what 
you ſay be true, there is more People in 
Great-Britain than in all England put to- 
gether, —That wiſe Gentleman (lays an 
arch old Cuff in the Corner) puts me in 
Mind of the Mayor of H'——, who, on 

| E 2 ber 
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being informed that a Hurricane had de- 
many Ships at Sea, declared, with 

the Sagacity and Air of a Magiſtrate, that 

he believerl, more Miſchief was done by 

Sea and Land, than in all the Word beſide. 


j The Boys and the Bull-Maker. 


| As Mr. Amner was going through 2 

Street in Windſor, two Boys looked out of 
a One-pair-of-ſtairs Window, and cry'd, 
'Fhere goes Mr. Ammer, that makes fo 
many Bulls! He hearing them, looked 
back, and in a Paſſion faid, Tow Raſcals / 
I know you well enough ; and if I bad you 
bere, I'd throw you down Stairs. 


A Poetizal Payment. 

A ſeedy Poet, who played at Hide-and- 
k with all but the Mues and the Printer's 
y, meeting his Taylor turning. the 
rner of a Street, where he could not 
pdſſibly avoid him, was compelled to fuh- 
mit to a gentle Dun. The Poet, however, 
plucked up Courage, and deſired him to 
call ypon him the next Morning, when he 
would 
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ker. 
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would give him a Draught of Helican upou 
the Bank of Parnaſſus; upon which the 
Taylor went off well ſatisfied, enquirin 
only if Mr. Helicon was a good Man, an 
a Houſe-keeper. 


Ridicule rendered ridiculous, 


| Quin, Cibber, and ſome other Come- 
dians, were one Night at the Shakeſpeare, 
when each other's Infirmities were made the 
Subject of their Raillery. Said Quiz to 
Cihber, What, in the Name of Wonder, 
could make you think yourſelf a r 
Figure for the Stage —a ſnuffling Felde, 
without a Noſe, and à Pair of Bandy- 
Legs! As to my Noſe, (replied Cilber) 
That T give up; but I'll lay a Bottle of 
Claret, there's a worſe Leg in Company 
than this (producing his Right Leg). E. 
very one gave a contemptuous Smile, think- 
ing it an Inſult to accept the Challenge. 
Why then,. ſiid he, producing bis other 
Leg, there's a worſe. Which, fure enough, 
it was. This unex Stroke of Hu. 
mour gained him the Applauſe of the 

E 


3 Company, 
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Company, and ſecured him from their 
wanton Ridicule. 


The Sparring Blow. 

Mr. Pope, who, notwithſtanding his 
miſhapen Figure, was a little vain of his 
Perſon, aſked Dr. Swift what People 
thought of him in Ireland. Why, faid 
Swift, they think you a very little Man, 
but a very great Poet. Pope retorted with 
ſome Acrimony, they think the Reverſe 
of you in England. 

What Poet ever liF'd his Brother ? 

Wits are Game-Cocks to one another. 


The Merry Mortal. 
Nun was at Tunbridge a few Years ago, 
when a certain fantaſtical Gentleman burſt ' 
eut into ſuch extravagant Fits of Laughter, 
in the Aſſembly Room, that he drew on 
him the Obſervation of all the Company; 
when coming:up to Quin, he aſked him if 
he had ever ſeen a Man in ſuch Spirits be- 


fore. Yes, once, replied Quin, but then he 
Was in Moorfields. 
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Jie Truth Vindicated. 
A gay young Spark came to Bath full of 


Nlonev, which he was ſoon eaſed of by 
{ome of the worthy Attendants upon Gen- 
tlemen of Faſhion ; and, vpon his diſap- 
pearing far ſome Evenings, Beau Naſh was 
aſked what was become of him? Nafh an- 
ſwered, that he kept his Bed. The next 
Morning the Gentleman had ſeveral Viſi- 
tors, m enquire after his Health; who, find- 
ing him very well, told him what Naſh 
had ſaid ; Upon which he dreſſed himſelf, 
and going to the Rooms, called to Naſh, 
and thus accoſted him, Pray, Sir, what 
did you mean by propagating ſuch a Falſity 
concerning me? Be cool, Sir, ſaid Neſh, 
and I believe I ſhall convince you, that it 


was no Falſity: I ſaid you kept your Bed, 


which I hope is true, for I am certain it is 
the only Thing you have kept; and as u 
are returned here again, you can have but 
a little Time to keep that, 

F 4 De 


— 
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A New Way of Begging. 
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A Gentleman in the Weſt of England, 
had a Preſent made him of an exceeding 
fine Oftrich, which excited the Curioſity of 
the Country ; and ſuch Numbers went to 
ſee it, that, had he been a Man of Spirit, 
he might with Reputation have ſpent balf 
his Fortune ; but, as he was an egregious 
Miſer, the Hiſtory of that Country tells 
us, it never coſt him a ſingle Bottle of 
Wine. Tom Tagg, among others, was 
taken by a Relaticn of the Gentleman's, 


to 
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to ſee this uncommon Creature. It was in 
the Summer Time, and they had travelled 
a great Way without any Refreſhment : 
Upon which, Tom defired his Friend to 

make a Motion for ſomething to drink; 
but he knowing his Couſm's Diſpoſition, 
declined it. While they were viewing the 
Animal, a Diſpute aroſe between the two 
Kinſmen, whether the Account of its eat- 
ing and digeſting Iron was true or falſe. 
After much Altercation it was left to the 

| Deciſion of Mr. Tagg, who boldly affirmed, 
that they did eat Iron; and it is my Opi- 
nion, ſays he, this vile Creature has eaten 


nd, the Key of the Cellar, or we ſhould have 
ing been aſted to drink before now. 

5 The Laughing Loggerhead. 

rit, “ A certain vain, fupercilious Man of 
alf Faſhion, told Quin one Day, very ſeriouſly, 
2us that he thought himſelf the moſt facetious 
Js | Fellow in the World ; for I never go into 
of any Company, ſays he, but I ſet them all 
vas a laughing. Are you ſure, ſaid Quin, they 
's, don't 
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don't laugh at you, inſtead of your Wit 
I don't care if they do, rep{v'd the other; 
for I am certain there is no Man laughs at 
me, but I laugh at him again. Then, faid 


Quin, yon lead the merrieſt Lite of 
Man in the World. P 


The End of the JesTs. 
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The CONUNDRUMIST. 


The Conundrumiſt looks two Ways 
at once; but not with a View of finding 
any Thing that is good : All he ſeeks after, 
is a gimcrack Method of joining two diſ- 
cordant Things together, in order to diſ- 
cover an Affinity, or Likeneſs, which never 
exiſted in Nature. This may be ſeen by 


the following Specimen of his Works. 
CO NUN- 


— 
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CONUNDRUMS. 
By LAXCELOT Locctrutar, Ei 
WHY is Admiral e like a Jack Chain? 
Berau ſe ke lies at Spithead. 
Why is going into the Country like learning 
to dance ? 
Beeauſe it gives one a good Air, 
Why is a falſe Note like a Bar of Iron? 
Becauſe it is forged. 
Why are moſt Authors like a Ship juſt 
launch'd ? 
Becauſe they want new Rigg ing. 
Why is J Man in Debt like a Nobleman ? 
Becauſe he has many to wait on him. 
Why is a pretty Lady like an Oat-cake ? 
Becauſe ſue is toaſted. ö 
Why is a paſſionate Man like a Lady's Smock? 
Becauſe he is rufficd. 
Why is a Woman's Head like a Mountebank ? 
Becanſe it is often in a Mob. 
Why are fleepy 3 Amber? 
Becauſe they draw Straub. 
* | Why 


. \% 
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How now ! cries he, what doſf thou here 
Sir, ſays the Mouſe, diſmiſs your Fear; 
I come not with the Hopes of Food, 
But for the Sake of—volitude. 


Tue Poor Mao' 5 Security... - 


For Wealth , ye Thieves 50 ſome ſtatelier Houſe 
explore; 


See Gy out Guard! defends my Door. 


On a fat Doctor at Bath. — 

In — treads the Streets, the n 

40 © ai bleſs you, Sir, nad lay their 
Rammers by. | 


On à dudl Poet. 
You beat your Pare, and fancy Wit will come 3: 
Knock as you pleaſe, there's Nobody at home · 
02 a flimſey Writer. | 


Half of your Book is to an Index grown ; 
You give your Bock Conta -h. R: ales 
none. 


0 F On 
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On a vluminous Poet of Kidderminſter. 
Thy Verſes, Friend, are Kidderminſter Stuff, 
And, in good Truth, thou'ſt meaſur'd out 

enough. 
The H. Phyſiognomy. 
Vou ask why R** diverts you with his Jokes, 
Vet jf he prints, is dull as other Folks ? 
You wonder at it — This, Sir, is the Caſe 
The Jeſt is loſt—unleſs de prints his Face, 


\4 Maxim in Politics, 

Rn does neter proſper : What's the Rea- 

on ? 
Why, when it proſpers, none dare call it 

Treaſon, 
The Humoriſt. . 

In all thy Humours, Whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt ſuch a touchy, teſty, plerſint Fellow; 
Haſt fo much Wit, and Mirth, aud 8, leen 

about thee, 
There is no living with thee nor without thee, 


a To an aff Old Maid. 

'The' Pappa and Mamma, my Dear, 
So pretti'y you call ; 

Yet you, methinke, your felf, appear 

Dec Clana-mether of 2.4. 
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On the Burſer of a College in Oxford, cutting 
down the Trees, near to the ſaid College, for his 
own Uſe. n 

| Indulgent Nawre to each Creature ſhows, 

A ſecret Inſtin& to diſcern his Foes : 

The Gooſe, a filly Bird, avoids the Fox; 

Lambs fly frem Wolves, and Sailors fteer 

from Rocks : 

The Thief a GaMows, as his Fate foreſees, 

And bears the like Antipathy to Tiees. 


On a Grave. Hane at Cirenceſter, 
Death takes the Good, too good on Earth to 
ſt ay, 
And leaves the Bad, too bad to take away. 
A Character, X 
Sometimes to Senſe, ſometimes to Nonſenſe 
leaning, : 8 . 
ApJ always blunt'ring round about tis 
Meaning. af. 
On Snow tit melted on a Lily's Pra. 
Thoſe envious Flakes which came in Hate, 
To prove her Breaſt ſo fair; 
Grieving to fin themſelves ſurpaſt, 
Diſſolv'd into a Jeu. . 
8 F 2 4 
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A Logical Epitaph en Mr. Foore. 
Hegg lies one Focte, whoſe Death may Thou- 
fands ſave ; « 
For Death has now ene Forte within the Grave. 
= Owen's Oracle. 
The Doctor lives by ſporting with our Lives; 
And, by our Follies fed, the Lawyer thrives, 
Die Logical Refuſal, | 
"Tis a mere Nothing that you ask, you cry 


If you ask Nothing, Nothing I deny. ? 
Sauce for Incivility. E 
T often bow; your Hat you never ſtir; © ( 

8, once for all, your humble Servany—Sir! _ 
The Wonder, : 

Both Man and Wife, as bad as bad can be; 
| T wonder, they no better ſhould agree, | FF 
| : The Smithfield Wedding, 74 N 

| | When Love married Lady Feuny, ö 


Whoſe Beauiy was the ready Penny; 
He choſe her, 2s you do old Plate, 
Not for the Faſhion, but the Weight. 


i : Od 
1 


— * xi doo” $ - 
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Od Time to the Antiquarian. 


Plague on't ! ſays Time, to Thomas Hearn, . 
Whatever I forget, you learn. 


On a filly Fellow, who was atways laughing, : 
Eternal Smiles his Emptineſs betray, 


As ſhallow Streams, run dimpling all the 
Way. 


On a Beau, who was atways laking in tiv. 

He ſees his Cloaths, how elegant they fit 

And ſpans his Waiſt, as flender as his Wit. 

On @ beautiful Woman with a fille Voice, who 
was very covetous and proud, 

So bright is thy Beauty, ſo charming thy Song, 


As had drawn both the Beaits and their Or- 
pheus along ; 


But — is thy Avarice, and ſuch is tp 

ride | 63.4 

That the Beaſt's muſt have Rtarv'd, and the 
Poet have dy'd. 


On a C:mpany of bad Dancers to good Muſic. 
How ill the Motion with the Mufic ſuits ! 
So Orpheus fiddi'd, and fo danc'd the Rutes. 

F 3 O 


L 
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On an Opera. 


An Op'ra like a Pi!lorxr, may be ſaid 
To nail our Ears down, but expoſe our Head. 


A troll Epitaph, in Grantham Ciurch-yard. 
ag Join Palfryman, who lieth bere, 
as aged Twenty-four Year : 
And in this Place his Mother lies 
Alſo his Father, when he dies. 


The Falſ: Patriot. 


Curſe on that ſordid Miſer's Luſt of Gold, 

By whom his Country's Int'reſt is ſold ! 
cries; and with a Patriot's Voice 
Declares, or Liberty, or Death's my Gavice ; 
But when N——e whiſpers in his Ear, 
Your Vote ſhall gain Two Thouſand Pounds 
z Lear: 

With an obſequious Bow he thanks bis Grace, 
And wonders how he cou'd miſtake the Caſe, 


* 
- 


IT, 


On a Man eating rotten Cheeſe, 
2 eating rotten Cheeſe, did ſay, 
Like Srmpſen, I my Thouſands flay. 
J row, quoth Roger, ſo you do, 
And with the ſelf-ſame Weapon too. 


585 | Saving 


lead. 
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aving 
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Swing Alvice to a Bookſeller, on his advertifing 
the Third Volume of a Work, which the Public 
did not approve . | 

Sir, let me adviſe you, whatever betides, 
To let tlys Third Volume alone ; 

The Second's ſufficient for all our Backfideyy 
So pray keep the Third for your own. 


Cn tlie Death of an Undertaker, 

Subdu'd by Death, here Death's great Herald 
hes, 

And adds a Trophy to his Victories; 

Yet ſure he was piepar'd, who, while he'd 
Breath, 

Made it his Buſineſs till to look for Death. 


On a Coxcomy's writing his Miftreſi's Name on 
a Drinking Glaſs. 
When Saull;w-Llrain ſcribbles his Phillis's 
Name, 
In many a flouriſhing Letter, 
'Tis only that he may remember the Dame, 
Leſt he ſhou'd get drunk and forget her. 


Hype and Far. 
Who has the better Game, ſtill fears the End; 
Who has the worſe, ſtill bop.s his Came will 
mend, F4 On 


| Fack, who thinks all his own 


— 
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On Characters. 


When Death puts out our. Flame, the Snuff 
will tell, 


If we were Was or Tallaw, by the Smell. 
The Cmented Farmer. 
DT eat, drink and fleep, and do what I pleaſe : 
The King at St. Fames's can only do theſe. 
On One who made long Epitaphs. 


Friend! for your Epitaph I'm griev'd, 
Where ſtill fo. much is faid ; 


Pne- -half will never de believ'd, 
The other never read. 


On the lar of a Dog, preſented by Mr. Pope 10 
the Prince cf Wales, 
Lam his Highnefs' Dog at Kew ; 


Pray tell me, Sir, whoſe Dog are you ? | 

* © On a Lady's Lap-Dog. By Dr. Swift. 

Pray ſteal me not, Pm Mrs. Dingley's z * 

Whoſe Heart in this four-footed Thing lies 
Lebt. gerd Jack. 


that once he 
handles, 


g For Pradice Sake, * I Paund of _— 


- , dies; Was 


3 
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Was taken in the Fat — Ah! thoughtlefs 


Wight! | | 5 
To ſteal fuch Things, as needs muſt come to 
Light. | | 
" Dx vpex's Epitaph. By Mr. Pope. 
This Sheffield rais'd ; the ſacred Duſt below 
Was Dryden once: The reft who does net 
know ? 1 
Mr. Porz“ Epitaph. By Himſelf. 
Heroes and Kings ! your Diſtance keep; 
In Peace let one poor Poet ſleep, 
Who never flatter'd Folks like you: 
Let Horace bluſh, and Virgil too, 


Mr. PxtoR's Epitaph. By Himef. 
Nobles and Heralds, by your Leave, 
Here lie the Bones of Matthew Prior, 
The Son of Adam and of Eve ; 
Let Bourbon or Naſſau go higher. 


r. Gav's Epitaph. By Himſef. 
Life is a Jeu, and all Things ſhow it; 
I thought ſo once, but now I know it. 
Or a Butcher's marrzing a Tanver's Daughter. 
A fitter Match than this cou'd not have been, 
For now the Fleth is married to the Skin, 
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On a Bad Reader. 


The Verſes, Friend, which thou haſt read, 
are mine ; 

But, as thou read'ſt them, they may paſs for 
chine. 

Molern Dinner. 
With Lace bedizen'd comes her Man, 

And I muſt dine with Lady Arr : 

A Sitrer Service toads the Board; 

Of Eatables, a flender Hoard. 

« Your Pride, a d not your ViRuals, ſpare ! 

«I came to dine, and not to ftare.” 


On a Bad Tranſlation. 

His Work now done, he'.1 publiſh it, no 
Doubt ; 

For ſure I am, that Murder will come out.” 


On a certain Poet. 


Thy Verſes are eternal, O! my Friend ; 
For he that reads them, reads them to ns En, 


On our imitating the French Faſhions. |, 


The formal Ape endeavours, all he can, 
With antic Tricks, to imitate a Man ; 
© Pariſian Fops, no leſs ambitious, ſeem 
To have a Face, an Air, a Tail like * 
rom 
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From whom our Taſte thus only diſagrees, 
Theſe mimic Apes—and we but mimic theſe. 


On a Lady with fine Eyes and a bad J vice. 


Lucetta's Charms our Hearts ſurpriſe, 
At once, with Love and Wonder : 
She beurs Jove's Lightning in her Eyes; 

But in her Voice, his Thunder. 


Th: Lovers Cin: e. 


My Love and I for Kiſſes play'd ; 

She wou'd keep Stakes; I was content : 
But when I won, ſhe wou'd be paid; 

I, angry, ask'd her what ſhe meant ? 


Nay, fince; gs ſhe, you wrangle thus in vain, 


Give me my Kiſſes back; take your's again, 
Written on a Window, under a Vow againfl 

| Matrimouy. 

The Lady who this Reſolution took, 

Wrote it on Glaſs, to ſhew it migit be broke, 


To an angry Rival, 


Tis not the Fear of Death, or Smart, 
Makes me averſe to fight; 
But to preſerve a tender Heart, 
Not mine, but Gelia's Right, 
Then 
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Then let your Fury be ſuppreſs'd, 
Not me, but Celia ſpare ; 

Your Sword is welcome to my Breaſt, 
When Celia is not there. 


On Lady Harriot Godolphin, 
Godolphin's eaſy and unpraRtis'd. Air 
Gains without Art, and governs without Care: 
Her conqu'ring Race with various Fate ſur- 
priſe ; 
Who 'ſcape their Arms, are Capiives to her 
Eyes. 
On the Fair Sabina. 
See, ſee, ſhe wakes ; Sabina wakes ! 
And now the Sun begins to riſe! 
Lefs glorious is the Morn, that breaks 
From kis bright Beams, than ker fait Eyes. 
With Light united Day they give, 
But different Fates, ere Night, fulfil ; 
How many by his Warmth will live ! 
How _ will her Coolneſs kill! 


On Cowardice, 


Himſelf he flew, when he the Foe would fy; ; 
What Madneſs thisg—for Fear of Death to 


die! ; 1 
* : on 
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On Cowardice, By Sir Thomas More. 


If Evils come not, then our Fears are vain 
And, if they do, Fear but augments the Pain. 


On a hay Marriage. 
Marry'd ! dis weil; a mighty B. effing ! 
But poot's he Joy, no Coin poſſeſſing. 
In ancient Times, when Folk did wed, 
Twas to be one at Board and Bed: 
But hard's his Caſe, who can't afford 
His Charmer either Bed or Board. 


On an Old Woman, who ſold Earthen Ware at 
Chefter, 
Beneath this 8. one lies Gark'rine Gray, 
Chang'd from à buſy Life, to lifeleſs Clay: 
By Farm and Clay the got her Felf, L 
And now ſhe's turn'd to Earth herſelf. 
Ye weeping Friends, let me adviſe, 
Abate your Grief, and dry your Eyes ; 
For what avails a Flood of Tears? 
Who knows, but, in a Run of Years, 
In ſome tall Pitcher, or broad Pan, 
She in her Shop may be again. 
On Sir John Vandrugh, the Poet, and Archites 
Lie heavy on him, Earth! for he 
Laid many a heavy Load on thee. 
Pofihumaus 
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Pofthumous Fame, or a Bruſh for the Tombs. 

A Monſter, in a Courſe of Vice grown old, 

Leaves to his gaping Heir his ill-gain'd Gold: 

Now breathes his Buſt, now are his Virtues 
ſhown, 

Their Date commencing with the ſculptur'd 
Stone, | 

If on his ſpacious Marble we rely, 

Pity a Man, like him, ſhould ever die ! 

If Credit to his real Life we give, 

Pity a Wretch, like him, ſhould ever live. 


On a Scolling Wife, who died in her Sleep. 
Here lies the Quinteſſence of Noiſe and Strife, 
Or, in one Word, here lies a ſcolding Wife; 
Had not Death took her when her Mouth 


was ſhut, 
He durſt not, ſor his Ears, have touch'd the 


Slut. 


On a Welchman, Lialid by a Fall from his Horſe, 

Here lies interr'd, beneath theſe Stones, 

David ap-Morgan, ap-Shenkin, ap- Jones: 

Hur was born in Waſes, hur was traveli'd in 
France, 

And hur loſt hur Life—by à bad Miſchance. 
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or the Death of Sir Albertus and Lady Morton. 


He firſt deceas'd—ſhe, for a little, try'd 
To live without him, lik'd it not, and dy'd. 


On two Twin Siſters. 


Fair Marble, tell, to future Days, 

That here two Virgin Siſters lie, 
Whoſe Life employ'd esch Tongue in Praiſe, 
| Whoſe Death gave Tears to ev'ry Eye, 


In Stature, Beauty, Years, and Fame, 
Together as they grew, they ſhone ; 

So much alike, ſo much the ſame, 
That Death miſtook them both for one. 


On Leonidas and his Three Hundred Spartans, 


To ſtop the P:yfan Monarch's Sway, 
In vain the ſwelling Ocean roſe ; 
In vain, his Progreſs to delay, 
The loity Mountains interpoſe, 
Rous'd by the Hartan Chief to Fight, 
When lo! his flender Band obeys ; 4 
Theſe turn'd tht unnumber'd Hoſts to Flight; 
Bluſk then, ye Mountains and ye Seas! 


- 
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When Screech-Owls ſcreem, their Note por- 

dende, . 
To frighted Mortals, Death of Friends $ 
But when Gyveno trains his Throat, 

| | E'en Screech-Owls ficken at the Nate. 


4n Epitaph; on one who adhorred Phyſic, 
Ctſus nor gave me Purge nor Clyfſter, 
Nor felt my Pulſe, nor order'd Bliſter : 
Bur, being ill; I chanc'd to hear 
The Doctor's Name—and dy'd for Fear. 


n the crlebrated Miſi + 


| Freſh as the Spring, and like Aurora fair, 
Clarinda iſſues forth, the Public Care! 

Where'er ſhe moves, admiring Crouds reſort, 

Whilft round ber Charms the Loves and Graces 

ſport, 
Her Eyes the Hearts of heedleſsFops beguile, 
w I: each Glance—and feed upon each 
mile: 


But the bleſs d Youth, diſtinguiſh'd from the 
Throng, 

Who hears. th* inchanting Accents of her 

Tongue; 


Her native Wit, her more than manly Senſe, 
Expreſs'd with tweet, bewitching Diffidence ; 
Owns in her Mind more pow'rful Beauty lies, 
And ſcarce obſerves the Luſtre of her Eyes. 


Hyitten by Mr. Pope, on a Glaſs, with the Earl 
of Chefterfield's Diamond Pencil. 


Accept a Miracle; inſtead of Wit, 


See two dull Lines by Srankope's Pencil writ, 


On a Laiy's ſending a Card 2 npliments to a 
Clerg yman, written on the Ten of Hearts. 
Your Compliments, Lady, I pray now for- 
bear 

Since old Engliſh Service is much more ſincere ; 

You have ſent me Ten Hearts; but the 
Ty the's only mine; 

So give me one Heart; and take back tother 
Nine, 


Faſt and Looſe. 


Clin was married in all Haſte, 
And now to Rack doth run ; 

So knitting of himſelf too faſt, 
He hath himſelf undone, 
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a To AvAxo. 

Thus to the Mafter of a Houſe, 
Which, like a Church, would ftarve a Mouſe ; 
Which never Gueſt had en'ertain'd, 

Nor Meat, nor Wine, its Floors had tain 'd; 
I ſaid--Well, Sir, tis vaſtly neat 
But where d'you drink, and where d' you eat? 
If one may judge, by Rooms ſo fine, 
It coſts you more in Mops than Wine. 

Tue Virtuoſo. 
What, to the valiant — of Spain, 

Was Donna del Tobo 
Such is the Idol of his . 

To ev'ry Virtuoſo. 

Don Quixote to a Goddeſs lifted, 

An home-ſpun Country Laſs ; 

Each Grain of Corn he Damſel fifted, 

With him for Pearls could paſs. 
Whate'er the Curious deifies, 

It thus his Fancy warms, 

And gives to Sheils and Butterflies 

Imaginary Charms. 

But let not thoſe, that look more grave, 

TDemſelves their Wiſdom pride on; 
Sincc every Man muſt ſometimes have 

His Hobby-horſe to ride on. 


Vaſes 
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Verſes wrote on the Bufts in Merlin's Cave, du- 
ring the Oppoſition to Sir Robert Walpole's 


ſe; Miniftry. 

: The People of London all ſtamp, ſtare and 
5 rave 

at? | And it grieveth the reſt of the Nation, 


That ſo many wiſe Heads ſhould be plac'd in 
a Cave, 
And none in the Adminiſtration.” 


A Caution to the Credulous, 
When Dukes in Town ask thee to dine, 

To taſte their Roaſt, and ſmack their Wine; 
Or take thee to their Country Seat, 

To break their Dogs, or bleſs their Meat 
Ah! dream not on Preferment ſoon— 
Thou'rt not their Friend—but their Buffoon, - 


An Incident in High Life. 

The Bucks had din'd, and deep in Council 

ſat ; 
Their Wine was brilliant—but their Wit 

grew flat; | 

Up ftarts his Lordſhip, to the Window flies, 

And lo! * A Race! a Race!“ in Rapture 


cries. ; 
G 2 © Where?” 


aſes 
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Where?“ quoth Sir n. Why, ſee ! 
two Drops of Rain 
% Start from the Summit of the Cryſtal 
Pane :— 
& A Thouſand Pounds! which drop with 
nimbleft Force, 
«© Performs its Current down the flippery 
Courſe !” 
The Betts were fixt; in dire Suſpenſe they 
wait 
For Victory, pendant on the Nod of Fate. 
Now down the Saſh, unconſcious of the Prize, 
The —— wn roll—— like Pearls from Cl“ 
yes. 
But ah! the glitt'ring Joys of Life are 
ſnort 
How oft two joſtling Steeds have ſpoil'd the 
6 Sport 


Lo! thus Attraction, by coercive Laws, 
Th' approaching Drops into ene Bubble draws. 


Each curs d his Fate, that thus their Project 
croſs'd ; 
How hard their Let, who neither won nor 
loſt ! 


| Mutual 


Six-Pennyworth of WIr. 101 
Mutual Pity. 
Tom, ever jovial, ever gay, 
To Appetite à Slave, 
Still rakes and drinks his Life away, 
And laughs to ſee me grave. 


"Tis thus that we two diſagree 2: 
So diff*rent is our Whim ; 
The Fellow fondly laughs at me 
While I could cry for him. 
The Stage of Life. 
Our Life's a Journey in a Winter's Day; 
Some only break their Faft, and fo away: 
Others ſtay Dinner, and depart full fed, 
The deepeſt Age but ſups and goes to-bed 2 
He's moſt in Debt that lingers out the Dayz 
Who dies betimes, has leſs and leſs to pay. 


True Riches. 

Irus, tho' wanting Gold and Lands, 

Lives chearful, eaſy, and content; 
Carvus unbleſs'd, with twenty Hands 
, Employ'd to count his yearly Rent. 
Sages of Lombard! tell me which | 

Of theſe you think poſſeſſes more? 
One, with his Poverty, is rich ; | 

And one, with all his Wealth, is poor. 

G 3 On 
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On Happineſs. 


Bleſs'd be the Princes who have fought. 
For pompous Names or wide Dominion 

Since, by their Error, we are taught, 
That Happineſs is but Opinion. 


The Lady's Reſulve . 


Whilſt Thirſt of Praiſe, and vain Deſire of 
Fame, 

In ev'ry Age, is ev'ry Woman's Aim ; | 

With Courtſhip pleas'd, of aur Toaſters 
proudz - 

Fond of a Train, and happy in a Croud : : 

On each poor Fool beſtowing ſome kind 
Glance ; 

Each Conqueſt owing to ſome looſe Advance : 

Whilft vain Coquetces aſſect to be purſu'd, 

And think they're virtuous, if not groſsly 
lewd ; 

Let this great Maxim be my Virtue's 
Guide,. 

In Part ſhe is to blame who has been try d; 

He comes too near, that comes to be 

deny d. 


Under 
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Under an Hour-Glaſs, in a Grotto near the Water, 

This babbling Stream not uninſtructive flows, 
Nor idly loiters to its deſtin'd Main : 

Each Flow'r it feeds, that on its Margin 


rows, 
And bids thee bluſh, whoſe Days are ſpent 
in vain. 


Nor void of Moral, tho' unheeded, glides 
Time's Current, ſtealing on With - filent 
Haſte ; 
For lo! each falling Sand his Folly chides, 
Who lets one precious Moment run to 
Waſte. | 


On One who died of the Hyp. 
Death, by « Conduct fange and new, 
Prov'd here th' Effet and Motive too t 


Ned met the Blow he meant to fly; 
And dy'd, becauſe he fear'd to die. 


On the Clerk of a Country Pariſh, 
Here lies, within this Tomb, ſo calm, 

Old Giles: Pray ſound his Knell ; 

Who thought no Song was like a Pſalm, 
No Mufic like a Bell. 


G 4 
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On the Sexton of a Country Pariſh, 


Come, let us rejoice, merry Boys, at his Fall ; 
For, if he had liv'd, he'd have bury'd us all. 


On a Bee /tifled in Honey, 
From Flow'r to Flow'r, with eager Pains, 
See the bleſs'd, buſy Lab'rer fly ; 
When all that from her Toil the gains, 
Is in the Sweets ſhe hoards to die. 
Tis thus, would Man the Truth believe, 
With Life's ſoft Sweets, each fav'rite Joy : 
If we tafte wiſely, they relieve; 
But, if we plunge too deep, deftroy. 


On Dancing ; to a Lady. 

May I preſume, in humble Lays, 
My dancing Fair, thy Steps to praiſe ? 
While this grand Maxim I advance, 
That all the World is but a Dance. 

That human Kind, both Man and Woman, 
Do dance, is evident and common. 
David himſelf, that godlike King, 
We know could dance as well as fing: 
Folks, who at Court would keep their Ground, 
Muft dance Attendance the Year round ; 
Whole Nations dance, gay frisking France 
Has led the Engliſh many a Danse; 1 

n 
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And ſome believe both France and Spain 
+ Intend to take us out again. 

All Nature is one Ball we find, 
The Water dances to the Wind ; 
The Sea itſelf, at Night and Noon, 
Riſes and dances to the Moon ; 
The Moon around the Earth does tread 
A Cheſhire Round, yet ne'er looks red; 
The Earth and Planets round the Sun 
Still dance, nor will their Dance be done, 
Till Nature in one Blaft be blended, 
Then may we ſay the Ball is ended. 


On a Flower, painted by Varelſt. 


| When fam'd Yarelft this little Wonder drew, 

Flora vouchſaf'd the growing Work to view; 

Finding the Painter's Science at a Stand, | 

The Goddeſs ſaatch'd the Pencil from his 
Hand ; 

And, finiſhing the Piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 

Behold one Work of mine, which ner ſhall fade. 


Venus miſtaken, 


When Chis Picture was to Vers ſhown, 
Surpriz'd the Goddeſs took it for her 2 


3 — 
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And what, ſaid ſhe, does this bold Painter 
mean ? 

When was I bathing thus, and naked ſeen ? 

Pleas'd Cid heard, and check'd his Mother's 

Pride ; 


cry d 
'TisGhbe'sEye ,and Cheek and Lip, and Breaft: 
Friend Howard's Genius fancy'd all the reſt. 


On a Fan. 


Flavia the leaft and ſlighteſt Toy 

Can with refiſtleſs Art employ. 

This Fan in meaner Hands would prove 
An Engine of ſmall Force in Love: 
Yet ſhe with graceful Air and Mien, 
Not to be told or ſafely ſeen, 

Directs ics wanton Motion ſo, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's Bow, 
Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs Dame, 
To er'ry other Breaſt a Flame. 


To Chloe weeping. 


See, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Chloe, ſee 

The World in Sympathy with thee. 

The chearful Birds no longer fing, 

Each drops bis Head, and hangs his 8 


And who's blind now, Mamma ? the Urchin - 


and a. tai .v 2 ti. 2 io. 3 
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The Clouds have bent their Boſom lower, 
And ſhed their Sorrow in a Show'r. 
The Brooks beyond their Limit flow, 
And louder Murmurs ſpeak their Woe : 
The Nymphs and Swains adopt thy Cares, 
They heave thy Sighs, and weep thy Tears, 
Fantaſtic Nymph ! that Grief ſhould move 
Thy Heart obdurate againſt Love. 
Strange Tears ! whoſe Pow'r can ſoften all, 
But that dear Breaſt on which they fall. 


How to become a Poet. 


Paul ſo fond of the Name of a Poet is grown, 

With Gold he buys Verſes, and calls them 
his un: 

Go on, Maſter Paul, nor mind what the 
World ſays; 

They are ſurely his own, for which a Man 
Pays. 

A Petition for a bad Poet. 


While faſter than his coſtive Brain indites, 
Phil's quick Hand in flowing Letters writes: 
His Caſe appears to me like honeſt Teague s, 
When he was run away with by his Legs. 
Phebus, give Philo o'er himſelf Command; 
Quicken his Senſes, or reſtrain his Hand L 
t 


— 
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Let him be kept from Paper, Pen, and Ink; 


So he may ceaſe to write, and learn to think. 


Helen was juſt ſlipt into Bed, 

Her Eye-brows on the Toilet lay ; 
Away the Kitten with them fled, 

As Fees belonging to her Prey. 


For this Misfortune, careleſs Fane, 
Afure yourſelf was loudly rated; 
And, Madam, getting up again, 
With herownHand the Mouſe · trap baited. 
On little Things, as Sages write, 
Depends our — 2 or Sorrow; 
If we don't catch a Mouſe To-night, 
Alas! no Eye-brows for To-morrow. 


On Miſs Gunning. 
Cupid one Day, to ſhow his Cunning, 
Laid by his Bow, and took to Gunning, 


On the Marriage of an Old Maid. 
Celia, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vaineft, fickleft Thing alive; 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time, 
Marries, and doats at Forty-five. 


A Reaſonable Afflict ion. 
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Thus Weather-cocks, who, for a while, 
Have turu'd about with every Blaft ; 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


The Dart. To the Lady . M. 


Whene'er IT look, I may deſcry 

A little Face peep through that Eye : 
Sure that's the Boy, who wiſely choſe 
His Throne among ſuch Beams as thoſe ; 
Which, if his Quiver chance to fall, 
May ſerve for Darts to kill withal. 


Mr. Hoskins, on being impriſoned by Charles 
the Firft, for Freedom of Speech in one of his 
Parliaments, ſunt his Son Ben, a litile Gila, 
th:ſe Verſes, : 


Sweet Benjamin, ſince thou art young, 
And haſt not yet the Uſe of Tongue; 
Make it thy Care, while thou art free, 
Impriſon it, leſt it impriſon thee, 


Minerva's Miftake, To the beautiful and in- 
genigus Miſs „„ „„. N 
Minerva one Day, pray let Nobody doubt it, 
Rode an airing from Oxford fix Miles, or 

about it; 


Where 
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Where ſhe ſpy'd a young Damſel, fo bloom- Fro 
| ing and fair, 
That, Ah Venus! the cry'd, is your Ladyſhip Pic 
| there ? 
4 Pray is not yon Oxford? And lately you ſwear, Th 
| 9 Neither you, nor aught like you, ſhall ever Br 
| ſ h come there : 
1 Do you thus keep your Promiſe ! and am I Th 
4 defy'd! | 
| The Virgin drew near her, and ſmiling re- || Of 
ply'd 
My Goddeks ! what have you your Pupil for- Th 
got ? On 
Your Pardon, my Dear—is it you, Molly Scot ? : 
| 
On the Duke of Argyle, Ye 


Argyle, they ſay, has Wit ; for what? 
For writing No; for writing not. 


On Miſs Floyd. 


When Cupid did his Grandfire Fove intreat, 
To form ſome Beauty by a new Receipt ; 
_ ſent, and found far in a Country Scene, 
ruth, Innocence, Good-nature, Looks ſe- 
rene ; 
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From which Ingredients, firſt the dext'rous 


Boy, 

Pick'd the Demure, the Aukward, and the 
Coy; 

The Graces from the Court did next provide, 

Breeding and Wit, and Air, and decent 
Pride. 

Theſe Venn cleans'd from every ſpurious 
Grain, 

Of nice Coquet, affected, pert and vain. 
mix'd up all, and his beft Clay employ'd, 

hen call'd the happy Compoſition Floyd. 


On Mr. T—d's complimenting Mr. F==de, on 
his Poetry. 
de writes well, you ſay ; ſuppoſe it true; 


You pawn your Word for him, he'll W . | 


for you; 

So two poor Knaves, when once their Credit 
fail, 

To cheat the World, become each other's 
Bail, 


Upn a Patch on a Lady's Face. 


That artful Speck upon her Face, 
Had been a Foil on one leſs fair; 

In her it hides a wounding Grace, 
And ſhe in Mercy plac'd it there. 
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The true Reaſon, 


Sclinda ne er appears till Night; 
And what won't female Envy ſay? 
But well ſhe knows, ſhe ſhines ſo bright, 
Her Preſence may ſupply the Day. 


On the Lady Eſſex, who was a Dutch Woman, 
The braveft Heroe, and the brighteſt Dame, 

From Belgia's happy Clime, Britannia drew; 
One pregnant Cloud, we find, does often 


frame 
The awful Thunder, and the gentle Dew, 


- A Dream. 


I dream'd, that buried in my fellow Clay, 
Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I lay, 


And, as ſo mean a Neiglibour ſhock'd my 


Pride, 


| Dur like a Corpſe of Conſequence, I cry'd: 


undrel, be gone! hencetorth touch me 
not; 
More Manners learn, and at a Diftance rot. 
How ! Scoundrel! in a haughtier Tone, ſaid 
3 
Proud Lump of Dirt! I ſcorn thy Words, 


and Thee ; 
Here 
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Beauty too daxxling. 
Dorinda's ſparkling Wit and Eyes, 
Uniting, caſt too fierce a Light; 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 
Pains not the * but hurts the Sight. 
Love is a calmer, gentler Joy, 


Smooth are his Looks, and ſoft his Pace; 
Her Cupid is a Blackguard Boy, \ 
That runs his Link fuli in your Face, 


To the incomparable Miſs * * *, 
As with & Friend, on Sunday laſt, 
1 tript along the Mall, 
Snigg'ring at each powder'd Beau, 
And gazing at each Belle; 


A ſudden Buz ran through the Croud, 
With There ! that's ſhe in Green !” 


I could not, tor my Soul, deviſe, 
What all the Noiſe did mean. 


At length, advancing farther on, 
Where ſtill the Hum increas'd, 

I faw you, lovely Maid—I did, 
And then my Wonder ceay'd, 


e. 


7 Peter White. 


Peter Nkite Will ne'er go right; 
ou'd you know the Reaſon why, 
ere'er he goes he follows his Noſe, 


/ And that ttands/all awry, 

virtuous and beautiful Lady, 
Underneath this Stone doth lie, 
As much Virtue as could die ; 
Which, when alive, did Vigour give 
To as much Beauty as could live. 


On Mary, Counteſs Dowager of Pembroke. 
Underneath this Marble Hearſe, 
Lies, the Subje& of all Verſe, 
Sidney's Siſter, Pembroke's Mother: 
Death, ere thou haſt kill'd another 
Fair, and learn'd, and good as ſhe, 
Time ſhall throw a Dart at Thee. 

On Butler, the Author of Hudibras, 
While Butler, needy Wretch, was yet alive, 
No gen'rous Patron would a Dinner give; 
See him, when ftarv'd to Death, and turn'd 

to Duſt, 

Preſented with a monumental Buſt! 

The Poet's Fate is here in Emblem ſhown, 

He ask'd for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 
| > Ut On 


On a ul Youth, who died ingerin 
hopeful Y ou 1 of a lingering 


Henceforth be every tender Tear ſuppreſt, 

Or let us weep for Joy that he is bleſt; 

From Grief to Bliſs, from Earth to Heav'n 
remov'd, 

His Mem'ry honour'd, as his Life belov'd. 

That Heart, o'er which no Evil e'er had 
Pow'r; 

That Diſpoſition, Sickneſs could not ſour ! 

That Senſe, ſo oft to riper Years deny'd ! 

That Patience, Heroes might have own'd 
with Pride ! 

His painful Race undauntedly he ran, 

And in th' eleventh Winter died a Man, 


_ On Mr. Gay. 
Of Manners gentle, of Affection mild; 
In Wit, a Man; Simplicity, a Child: 
With native Humour temp'ring virtuous 
Rage, 
Form'd to delight at once, and laſh the Age: 
Above Temptation in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted, evn among the Great: 
A ſafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, . 
Unbiam'sd thro' Life, lamented in thy End. 
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yay are thy Honours — not that here thy 
uſt 

Is * with Heroes, or with Kings thy 
Duſt; | 

But that the Worthy and the Good ſhall ſay, 
Striking their penſive Boſoms—Here lies Gay. 


On Dr. Francis Atterbury, Biſtap of Rocheſ- 
ter, who died in Exile at Paris, 1732. (His 
only Daughter having expired in his Arms, imme- 
diately after ſhe arrived in France to ſee him.) 

D1iAaLOGUE. 
Sie. Yes, we have liv'd—one Pang, and 
then we part; 

May Heav'n, dear Father, now have all thy 

Heart ! 
Yet ah! how once we lov'd ! remember ſtill, 
Till you are Duſt like me, ; 


He, Dear Shade, I will: 
* mix this Duſt with thine -O ſpotleſs 
hoſt ! 


O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country 
loſt ! 
Is there on Earth one Care, one Wiſh beſide? 
Yes—Save my Country, Heav'n ! 
He ſaid, and dy'd. 
H 3 Ge 
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On the Hin. Simon Harcourt. By Mr. Pope. 
To this fad Shrine, whoe'er thou art, draw 

near; [dear : 
Here lies the Friend moſt lov'd, the Son moſt 
Who ne'er knew Joy, but Friendſhip might 
| divide, 

Or gave his Father Grief—hut when he dy'd. 
How vain is Reaſon, Eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope muſt tell what Harcourt cannot ſpeak : 
Yet let thy once lov'd Friend inſcribe thy 

Stone 
And, with a Father's Sorrow, mix his own, 


On Mrs. Corbet, who dfed of a Cancer in her 
Breaft, Ey Mr. Pope. 

Here refts a Woman, good without Pretence, 

Blefs'd with plain Reaſon, and with ſober 
Senſe : 

No Canqueſt ſhe, but o'er herſelf, defir'd ; 

No Arts effay'd, but not to be admir'd. 

Paffion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, 

Convinc'd, that Virtue only is our own ; 

So unaffected, ſo compos'd a Mind, 

So firm, yet ſoft ; ſo ſtrong, yet ſo reſign'd ; 

Heav'n, as its pureſt Gold, by Tortures 


try'd ; — 
The Saint ſuſtain'd it - but the Woman 
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On Mr, Craggs. By Mr. Pope. 


Stateſman, yet Friend to Truth ! of Soul 
fincere, 

In Action faithful, and in Honour elear ! 

bb + 1 no Promiſe, ſerv'd no private 

nd; | 

Who gain'd no Title, and who loſt no Friend ! 

Ennobl'd by himſeif, by all approv'd, 

Prais'd, wept, and honour'd—by the Muſe 
he lov'd. 


On Sir Iſaac Newton. 
Approach, ye wiſe of Soul, with Awe di- 


vine, [Shrine ! 
'Tis Newton's Name that conſecrates this 
T 1 of Knowledge, whoſe meridian 
ay 
Kindled the Gloom of Nature into Day! 
That Soul of Science, that unbounded Mind, 
That Genius, which ennobl'd human Kind! 
Confeſs'd ſupreme of Men, his Country's 
Pride! 
And half eſteem'd an Angel—till he dy'd: 
Who, in the Eye of Heav'n, like noc ſtood, 
And thro' the Paths of Knowledge walk'd 


with Gop ; 
7M & Whoſe 
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Whoſe Fame extends, a Sea without a Shore 
Who but forſook one World, to know the 
Laws of more. 


On the Same. By Mr. Pope, 


Nature, and Nature's Laws, lay hid in Night ; 
God ſaid, ** Let Newton be!“ and all was 
Light. 
On an Infant, 
Beneath, a ſleeping Infant lies, 
To Earth her Body's lent ; 


More glorious ſhe'll hereafter riſe, | 
Tho' not more innocent. 


When the Arch-angel's Trump ſhall blow, 
And Souls to Bodies join, 

Millions will wiſh their Lives, below, 
Had been as ſhort as thine, 


On TROSE who DIE for their COUNTRY, 


How fleep the Brave, who fink to Reſt, 
By all their Country's Wiſhes bleſs'd ! 
hen Spring, with dewy Fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd Mould, 
She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter Sod, 
Than Fancy's Feet have ever cod. 


By 


hi '> wi 3 3 
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By Fairy Hands their Knell is rung, 
By Forms unſeen their Dirge is ſung; 
There Honour comes, a Pilgrim grey, 
To bleſs the Turf that wraps their Clay; 
And Freedom ſhall a-while repair, 

To dwell a weeping Hermit there. 


Epitaph, By Mr . Gray. 
Here reſts his Head upon the Lap of Earth, 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknowns 
Fair Science frown'd not un his humble Birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his Bounty, and his Soul fincere, _ 
Heav'n did a Recompence as largely ſend 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had—a Tear; 
He gain'd from Heav'n, twas all he 
Wiſh'd-=a2 Friend. 
No farther ſeek his Merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his Frailiies from theirdrearAbodez 
(Where they alike in trembling Hope repoſe) 
The Boſom of his Father and his God, 


Epitaph, by a Nobleman, on Ait deceaſed Lady. 


_— to engage all Hearts, and charm all 

yes; 

Tho meek, magnanimous ; tho' witty, wiſe: 
| Polite, 
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Polite, as all her Life in Courts had been ; 
Yet good, as ſhe the World had never ſeen: 
The noble Fire of an exalted Mind, 

With gentleſt Female Tenderneſs, was join'd. 
Her Speech was the melodious Voice of Love, 
Her Song the Warbling of the vernal Grove ; 
Her Eloquence was ſweeter than her Song, 
Soft as her Heart, and as her Reaſon ſtrong ; 
Her Form each Beauty of the Mind expreſt, 
Her Mind was Virtue, by the Graces dreſt. 


On Stephen the Fidler. 


Stephen and Time are now both even ; 
&ephen beat Time, now Time's beat Stephen. 


Inſcription on an Urn at Lord Corke's : To the 
Memory af the Dog Hector. 
Stranger, behold the mighty Hector's Tomb! 
See ! to what End both Dogs and Heroes 

come. 

Theſe are the Honours, by his Mafter paid, 

To Hector's Manes and lamented Shade: 

Nor Words nor Honours can enough commend 

The ſocial Dog—nay more, the faithful 

Friend ! 

From Nature all his Principles he drew, 

By Nature faithful, vigilant and true; 
18 
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17 is Looks and Voice his inward Thoughts 
ren: expreſs d, 

; He growl'd in Anger, and in Love careſs'd, 
in'd, o human Falſhood lurk'd beneath his Heart, 
oe, rave without boaſting, gen'rous without Art. 
ove 3 hen Hector s Virtues, Man, proud Man! 
ng, diſplays, 
ong; rut ſhall adorn his Tomb with Hector't 
reſt, P r aiſe. 
reſt, 

An Epitaph on an honeſt Fellow, 
To the Memory 
Of 
en. SIGN ToR Fipo, 
6 ohe An Italian of good Extradꝭ ion; 
Who came into England, 

; ot to bite us, like moſt of his Countrymen, 
omd? But to gain an honeſt Livelihood. 
eroes He hunted not after Fame, | 

: Yet acquired it ; 
paid, Regardleſs of the Praiſe of his Friends, | 
r But moſt ſenſible of their Love. | 
—— Though he liv'd amongſt the Great, 


He neither learnt nor flatter'd any Vice. 
He was no Bigot, 

Tho' he doubted of none of the 39 Articles. 

And, if to follow Nature, 


* 
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And to reſpect the Laws of Society, 
Be Philoſophy, 
He was a perfect Philoſopher, 
A faithful Friend, 
An agreeable Companion, 
A loving Huſband, 
Diftinguiſh'd by a numerous Offspring, 


All which he livd to ſee take good Courſes. 80 
In his old Age he retired Th 

To the Houſe of a Clergyman in the Country, | 52 
Where he finiſh'd his earthly Race, No 
And died an Honour and an Example to the ri 
whole Species. She 

Reader, Th 

This Stone is guiltleſs of Plattery, No 


For he to whom it is inſcribed 
Was not a Man, 
But a 
GREYHOUND. 


Aa Epigram on an Epigram. 
One Day, in Chelſea Gardens walking, 
Of Poetry and ſuch Things talking, 
Says Ralph, a merry Wag, 
An Epigram, if ſmart and good, 
In all its Circumſtances, ſhou'd 


Be like a Felly-Bag, 


Six-Pennyworth of WIr. x25 
The Simile, faith, is new; | 
But how can't make it oyt? fays Hagh, 

Quoth Rai, I tell thee, Friend; 
Make it at Top both wide and fit, 
To hold a Budget full of Wit, 

And point it as the End, 


Modern Charity. 


So lirt'e given at the Ghapel Door 

This People, doubtleſs, muff be poor; 

So much at Gaming thrown away, 

No Nation, ſure, ſo rich as they. 

Britons ! 'twere greatly for your Glory, 
Shou'd thoſe who may tranſmit your Sto, 
Their Notions of your Grandeur frame, 
Not as you give, but as you game. 


Erne Sun now clear, ſerene the Skies, 
Where'er you go, as faſt the Shadow flies; 
A Cloud ſucceeds ; the Sunſhine now is o'er z 
The fleeting Phantom fled, is ſeen no more, 
With your ight Day, its Progreſs too does 

end; 
See here, vain Man! the Picture of your 
Friend, 
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Erircsvr to theſe Eercxans, ,, 
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an, 4 
Learning and Senſe let Decency refine ; 

For vain Applauſe tran eſe not Virtue's Rules : 
Be witey Sane worſt of Fools, | 
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